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todj^ttli^eit  2tht»  tfovfotnmeti^eii  iBtirfe  unh 

Vitffii^e,  fotoie  ^ofnntente  nnb  iBerttagr 
N         U9  ®ef4iaft9>  iwb  $vi»at(e(>end. 
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9tb(  ftunli  —  au4  ^I(.  tinm  intttenanten  SrUf  lu  l^rtibtn  —  terubt  oaf 
letoinm  Otft^m  unb  Kfgdn,  btf  »oM  ftubkt  fein  tniiilfn.  Die  Utbung, 
>U  {qiMifcnocn  Qkbantcn  in  tnatipe  0OTm  lu  bringtn,  f iitjii  )ut  St^trtjdjung 

0(8  €tott8  unb  ma4t  babur^  btn 
SBruf  interefiant.  —  9111  S^fibtet 
fUr  atit  Z>t(i(nig(n,  toelibe  mit  btm 
99i{ef{4)t(iben  unb  bet  ^bfafjung 
t)on  ^ofumrnten  ic.  tofniatt  tott* 
trflut  ilnb,  \oa  unftr  JBruffJelUT 
betrat^tet  nerben;  ci  joO  bent  Un 
!unbifl«n  JBele^run^,  bem  Strebtn 
ben  ^Ulfe  auf  tnSalitbft  furiem 
SaSege  Qeh)at)ren.  Der  ©ei^fifli' 
ntonn  finbel  Quftetbem  oEle  auf  ber. 
SPrioatDerfe^r  be^iiolicbfn  ^oftbe. 
ftimmungen,  <0lDte(Sef(i)Qft8briefe 
gormulare  Jutiftildxn  3nbaH«, 
iBele^rung  iibei  a9}ed)fel  unb  S^edi 
ic.  ?lu9  btm  tei(l)l)QHiflfn  Jinljal' 
^eien  erwa^nt:  ©liitfnjunjdjbtiefe, 
©rotulutionSfatten  u.P  inlabungj- 
fdjreiben,  freunbfdjaftliifte  SPriefe, 
tJamilienbtiefe,  SBriefe  in  fiiebel. 
unb  CieiralbSanfleleflen^eiJen,  Sei 
leibSbriefe,  a?itt^reiben,  (fmpjeh. 
lunflSbricfe,  3Kal)nl)tiffe,0'nt|(buI. 
bigun(|8brtefe,  9*efif)enfunfl8brtefe, 
XanMagun(;S{(breiben,  91b1d){ebl' 
briefeu.^.w.  f^ernet  enttjaltbal 
SBuB  eine  ouSgetoSMie  Commlung 
t»on  ©jammbud)-!Perl«n,  Xotli)t  ge 
mifl  fiir  Siele  eine  miDfommenf 
Sugabe  fein  toitb.  —  5Bel  ber  Wei*. 
Qattigfeit  unb  SSinigfett  beS  9uiftt 
fM  too^I  |u  (rtoartcn,  ha'i  el  liUU  Sefet  finben  unb  bcnfelbtn  Seb^runs 
mo  Huttn  bttngen  toitb. 
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HE  CERFNY  WAS  GOOD  TO  ME 

Oopyriiciit,  UM.  by  WillUun  PUUng.    EiiKliab  copyrUchtMcuied. 

Wordt  by  Jeaii  C.  HATes.    Hutlo  by  A.  n.  81<nui«l   .     . 

Jes'  gimme  piece  o'  paper,  gwlne  to  mak-a  mah  win, 

Owine  to  leat)  all  ma  money  to  ma  sweetheart  a-BUl, 

When  de  odder  nlggalis  fool  aroun'  uh  gib  'em  all  a  shove. 

For  dere's  only  one  black  man  dat  I  luv, 

I  had  anoder  papa,  but  I  shook  him  a-quick. 

For  I  heard  about  a-how  he  had  a  sweetheart,  thick. 

When  dey  comes  aroan'  a-courtln'  all  1  says  is  "  Don't  annoy," 

Gwlne  to  stick  right  close  to  ma  honey  boy  J  .      .: 

Chori's.  '   ■ 

For  be  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 
When  I  was  sick  he  paid  ma  bill, 
I  loves  dat  man  an'  I  always  will. 

For  he  cert'ny  was  ^<x>d  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me, 
I  love  dat  coon  an'  I  always  will, 
'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me.  .  !.    ■ 

Ma  sweetheart  got  arrested 'bout  a  week  ago,  -    .  - 

An'  he  lost  all  his  money  on  de  police  row.  -     -  ' 

So  I  sent  him  down  de  money  an'  dey  let  him  out  again, 

Nel>ber  git  my  black  boy  in  de  pen, 

Ljist  night  I  done  a-wanted  some  a-chlcken  a-stew. 

An'  1  wanted  it  so  bad  I  didn't  know  what  to  do. 

When  I  said  "1  had  no  ideA  where  to  git  de  money  at," 

He  said  "Niggah  gal,  doan'  you  worry  'bout  dat.''^ 

CHORI'S. 

Oh,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

He  done  come  around  wid  a  bar'l  full  of  game, 

I  doan'  know  whar  he  got  It,  but  1  eat  it  Jes'  de  same. 

For  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  'deed  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me, 

I  love  dat  coon  an' I  always  will, 

'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me.  '        -  -  : 

He  took  me  out  a-skatin'  on  depend  one  night. 

Not  a  cloud  in  de  sky  and  the  moon  shone  bright; 

Done  mention  t«  man  babv  not  to  handle  me  rough, 

Ah's  a  little  bit  scared  o'  dat  slippery  stuff. 

Don*- lef  me  fer  a  moment  fer  to  tie  his  skate,  ' 

Kep"  a-tryin'  mah  best  ter  to  stand  up  straight. 

But  I  done  awobble  dis  way  and  done  awobble  dat. 

In  less  dan  haf  a  minute  didn't  know  where  I  was  at. 

Chorhs. 
But  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 
Done  set  down  so  hard  I  was  bleeding  at  de  nose. 
But  de  niggah  had  liniment  in  his  clothes. 
And  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 
I  love  dat  coon  and  always  will, 
'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me. 

•  He  said  to  me  look  hyah,  gal,  dere's  a  niggah  ball  to-night. 
En  Ise  a-gwine  to  take  you,  but  you  doan'  want  ter  flght. 
Las'  time  you  done  went  out  wid  me  you  beat  Ml.ss  Mandy  Brown, 
If  you  does  it  any  moah  Ise  goin'  to  trow  you  down. 
I  said  I  wouldU>e  good  and  woh  my  Sunday  clo's. 
But  the  niggahs  go  to  flghten  as  dey  always  does. 
Miss  Brown  she  done  mention  I  was  poor  trash  from  de  South, 
And  mah  foot  it  had  to  be  detached  from  out  de  lady's  mouth. 

CHORrs. 
But  my  baby  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me;  - 

At  fust  he  said  he'd  shake  nie,  'cause  I  pasted  Mandy  Brown, 
Den  he  dug  up  fo'ty  dollars  for  to  get  me  out  of  town. 
And  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me,  he  cert'ny  was  good  to  me; 
I  love  dat  coon  and  I  always  will, 
'Cause  he  cert'ny  was  good  tome. 


ONLY  A  LITTLE  YALLER 

Co|>yri^lit,  IM«,  by  E.  Clark  Kee<l.    Ei«lls>i  copyright aecurad 

W-rd«  ana  Music  by  Cbas.  Sliackford. 

Dah's  a  mighty  heap  ob  truble 
Brewin' down  in  Tennessee, 
And  it's  all  about  a  little  yaller  coon. 
Now  dis  little  pickaninny 
Was  as  black  as  he  could  be 
On  de  mornln'  he  was  born,  de  fust  ob  June. 
Now  de  cause  ob  dis  commotion 
Was  de  fact  dat  ober  night,  ■.■'■> 

Exactly  on  de  fullness  ob  de  moon, 
Dat  (lis  little  pickaninny 
Changed  his  skin  from  "black  to  white. 
In  de  morn  dey  found  a  little  yaller  coon. 
Chortt*? 
Sleeping  by  the  Are,  in  his  mammy's  arms, 

While  she  sings  to  him  this  tune: 
Honey,  don't  yer  cry,  wipe  yer  shiny  eye, 

You'se  gwlne  to  be  a  little  yaller  coon. 
Nebber  mind  yer  color  if  yer  heart  ain't  black. 

Better  days  am  comin'  soon; 
Wipe  yer  shiny  eye,  you'll  always  live  and  die 
Only  just  a  little  yaller  coon. 
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Eb'ry  darkey  In  de  county 

Came  to  see  de  wond'rous  sight 
When  dey  heard  about  dis  llttte  yaller  coon; 

And  dey  rolled  dere  eyes  to  heaben. 

And  declared  he  would  be  white. 
'Cause  his  skin  changed  at  de  fullness  ob  de  moon. 

But  at  la.st  his  mammy  stated 

That  she  had  a  pow'ful  fright. 
On  de  evenln'  dat  dis  little  coon  was  bom. 

For  an  old  white  rooster  warned  her 

By  his  crowin'  In  de  night, 
Dat  her  honey  boy  would  be  a  yaller  coon.— CAor»«. 
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LOOK  OUT  OAR  DOWN  BELOW 

CopyiiKbC,  IWl,  by  Wm.  B.  Qny  ft  Co.     Btitored  at  Siatlunere'  llaU.  LiMiaoa. 
Word*  an<l  Hunic  by  WUllaina  ft  Walker. 

Come  here,  little  children,  and  I  am  gwine  to  tell  to  yoa        '  '  ■'- 

'Boat  a  story  dat  am  very,  very  true. 
It  Was  just  along  in  "possum  tline.when  all  decolored  folks  were  to'lnc 

To  lay  up  fat  and  bacon  'gainst  de  stonn. 
I  had  a  'possum  up  de  tree,  and  de  way  dat  rasojil  grinned  at  me. 

You  could  tell  dat  he  knew  trouble  was  around; 
But  when  I  got  up  in  de  tree,  I  made  a  grave  mistake,  you  see. 

And  saweu  de  limb  between  de  tree  and  me. 

Chorus. 
I  hollered  "  I..ook  out  dar  down  below," 
Fo'  something  got  to  drop,  you  know; 
But  I  never  least  suspected, 
Dat  I'd  been  the  one  selected. 
But  I  found  out  Boon's  de  limb  let  go. 

When  I  woke  and  looked  around,  I  found  myself  upon  de  ground. 

And  de  'possum  scamp'rlng  to  another  tre«?; 
.   Dat  my  feeling  was  distressed,  dey  can  hardly  l»e  expresMed, 

I  felt  just  like  a  chicken  fricasse; 
Now,  children,  dat  will  show  to  you  a  maxim  dat  am  always  true. 

To  always  look  around  before  you  leap; 
Or  else  you  And  yourself,  you  see,  just  like  de  'possum,  tree  and  me, 

Ajid  land  down  at  de  bottom  In  a  heap.-  C'totot. 

DE   POSSUM-A-LA 

Cupyriffht.  ine.  by  Spaulding  ft  Gray.      Entered  at  SCatlonem'  Hall.  London. 
Wurda  and  Music  by  Harry  Ward. 

The  very  latest  thing  we  now  will  dance  and  sing, 
:'.    ,      If  a  coon  is  lazy,  he'll  go  crazy,  Iwth  his  feet  he'll  fllug; 

It  started  'way  down  South,  but  now  It  reaches  far, 
'  '         And  all  de  nigs  are  dancing  it,  'tis  called  de  Possum-a-la. 

CHORrs. 
First  thing  you  do  Is  a  graceful  poee. 
Then  raise  your  right  f<x>t  high  as  your  noee. 
Cut  a  chicken's  head  <»ff,  den  you  pass. 
Bow  to  yourself  in  de  lookin'  glass; 
Three  steps  backward,  salute  your  Ma, 
,  Over  to  de  left,  then  catch  a  lec.tric  car; 

All  you  niggers,  cut  dem  Aggers,  > 

Dar's  de  Possuni-a-la.  " 

De  high-toned  coons  all  know  de  elegant  style  they  show, 
All  de  swell  coon  waiters,  hot  potatoes,  to  de  gals  bow  low; 
Just  leave  dat  razor  home,  ano  throw  dem  crap^lce  far, 
,  .  De  coonjine  am  not  In  it,  when  you  dance  de  Poseum-a-la. 

Chorus.  :-, 

Slide  to  de  right,  put  your  hand  OQ  your  head,         ;    ' -"• 
Make  a  thou.sand-dollar  lick,  do  de  pigeon  tread. 
Trot  on  your  toes,  now  hush  your  talk,  -    [ 

Ain't  dat  coon  got  a  noble  walkr 
Spin  on  j'our  heels,  do  de  bombaabay. 
Glide  to  de  front,  go  up  dat  waj', 
:\    '      :       Don't  get  slikly,  end  it  quickly,      -> 

Dar's  de  Possum  ala.  • 

I  AIN'T  LOOKING  FOR  TROUBLE 

Copyrltrht,  1897,  by  SpaulilliiK  ft  Oray.      Eiileietl  at  Stjttloner*'  Hall,  London,  Boir. 
Witrda  and  liuaic  by  B<>Kfrt  ft  O'lti  leu. 

While  walking  down  an  alley  la.st  Tuesday  afternoon. 
My  best  girl  was  insulted  by  a  dead  tough  looking  coon; 
I  started  for  that  Jim  Brown,  I  never  was  afraid, 
But  when  I  tried  to  call  him  down  he  pulled  a  razor  blade. 

Chorus. 

Well,  I  ain't  lookin'  for  trouble,  I  didn't  even  smile; 

Of  course,  I  was  unea.sy,  just  for  a  little  while; 

As  I  was  in  a  hurry  and  had  to  catch  a  train, 

I  only  had  four  minutes,  but  I  caught  It  Just  the  same. 
To-day  I  met  my  lady,  I  asked  her  for  l»er  haiMl, 
She  said,  "  Go  'way,  you  dead-card!  I  have  got  a  bran  new  man." 
I  said,  "  I  love  you,  baby,  I'd  surely  die  for  thee." 
She  said,"  You  go  and  lick  Jim  Brown  and  prove  your  love  for  me."— C*©. 

I  got  an  invitation  to  play  a  poker  game. 

One  hand  I  held  four  aces,  in  my  next  hand  just  the  same; 

A  co(jn  said  1  was  cheating,  I  told  him  that  he  lied. 

And  when  I  went  to  take  the  cash,  a  great  big  gun  I  spied.— CAorn*. 

Arabolla  Jonas,  Will  You  Aecopt 


Copyright,  lt»7,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray  ft  Oo.     Entered  at  Stationers'  lUll.  L»itit»u. 
WfinlB  and  Himic  by  Williams  ft  rerrlu. 

There's  a  lovely  little  lady,  who  is  just  a  trifle  shady. 

When  I  think  of  her  it  drives  away  the  blues; 
I  have  gained  the  admiration  of  all  of  her  relations. 

And  I'm  pretty  sure  I'll  be  the  coon  she  choose. 
I  am  loaded  with  devotion,  and  I've  got  a  mighty  notion 

Just  to  ask  Miss  Jones  if  she  would  like  to  wed; 
Now  I'm  gwine  to  write  a  letter,  as  there's  nothing  1  know  better, 

And  I'm  sure  she'll  love  me  after  she  has  reatd: 

Chorus. 
Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accept  my  hand? 

To  me  you  are  the  sweetest  little  girl  I  know; 
Goodness!  how  I  love  you,  honey,  you  can  handle  all  my  money. 

If  you'll  let  me  be  your  steady  beau. 
Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accent  my  handr 

I'll  dress  you  up  In  silks  ana  satins,  rich  and  gr.ind. 
Honey  I  try  some  way  to  use  me,  don't  for  goodness  sake  refuse  tne, 

Arabella  Jones,  will  you  accept  my  hand? 

rm  a  little  out  of  humor,  'cause  of  late  there  was  a  rumor 

That  some  yaller  coon  is  sparking  on  the  sly; 
Now  I  hate  to  start  a  fracas.  I  fear  the  fact  will  make  us 

Fight  each  other  till  one  of  us  has  to  die. 
Now  I  hear  this  coon's  a  flghter,  and  between  us,  he's  the  brighter. 

But  his  hair  is  just  a  trine  bett«r'n  mine: 
And  If  Arabella's  willing,  there  will  be  a  nigger  killing. 

For  in  my  letter  these  word:)  I'se  gwine  to  %Uin:—Ckurut. 
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There's  No  One  Too  Poor  to  Be  Ki 

Cu|>yii({lit,  IS9M.  by  U.  Miill«r     EnKllsh  ropyiiirlit  M'cureil. 
Woidi  Mid  Miuie  by  Kitty  KMittwiiv. 
Down  town,  ainkl  the  bustle  of  the  city's  busy  strife, 

Down  town,  tn  front  of  dear  oUl  Trinity, 
A  iK)or  old  l>en>rar  woman  in  the  sunset  of  her  life 

Asked  alms  that  she  nd^ht  easo  her  misery. 
A  newslK>y  dropi)ed  a  i)enny  in  the  woman's  feeble  hand, 

The  action  caught  a  Wall  Street  broker's  eye. 
Unto  the  la<l  he  said,  I'm  sure  you're  Just  as  poor  as  she. 
The  little  newslKjy  then  made  this  reply: 

(^HoRrs. 
There's  no  one  too  \HX)r  to  be  kind. 

Though  many  may  not  have  much  money; 
For  the  heart  long  a^o  was  desl^ited 
To  help  to  make  other  hearts  sunny. 
'       Thoutth  the  ci>at  may  Im*  worn  antt  the  iH>cket8  all  torn, 
A  way  to  help  oft  you  may  find. 
To  the  one  who  Is  down,  jjlve  a  sudle,  not  a  frown. 
There's  no  one  t<H>  iMHjr  to  I)e  kind. 

The  broker  dropitetl  a  dollar  In  the  liei^Kar  woman's  lap, 
Then  pres.sed  another  in  the  newstxiy's  hand. 

He  then  went  to  his  ottlce,  wliere  he  met  a  luckless  man, 

,  To  whom  he  had  loaned  money  on  his  land. 

"  I  cannot  pay  the  Int'rest  on  the  mortpiKe,  sir,  to  day; 
I  ho()e  you'll  not  foreclose,"  thus  said  the  man. 

The  broker,  touched  by  what  the  little  newsl)oy  said,  replied; 
"Don't  w<»rry,  you  may  pay  it  when  you  can."— 1'/«>/»<». 


OopjrlKht.  ItM.  by  Helena  Mora. 
VVrltteii,  Ooiiip<weil  •nil  Hunic  liy  Hclfiie  Mi>ra. 

I'm  In  love  with  a  charming;  youuK  lady, 

Just  the  finest  youuK  lady  on  earth; 
A  ({en»  of  the  very  tlrst  water. 

And  I'm  proud  that  she's  Irish  by  birth; 
I  met  her  l»eneath  the  ureen  Iniwer; 

I  kl.saed  her  and  liked  It  so  well; 
She  blushed  like  the  fairest  uf  flowers 

That  Krow  in  a  mossy  tjreen  dell. 

C'HORI'S. 

Kathleen,  so  fair  and  bright;  star  of  eve  and  darkest  nli;ht; 
'Mid  shady  lane  atxl  meadow  Kreen,  I  loiiK  to  roam  with  sweet  Kathleen, 
lltr  parents  they  iKiast  not  of  riches; 

They've  a  neat  little  farm  of  their  own; 
Her  father  he  dl(;s  his  own  praties, 
And  they  live  in  the  County  Tyrone; 
'      For  miles 'round  our  Kathleen  Is  famous— 
(lood  looks  and  K<K)d  nature  serene; 
'Tis  there  she  Is  always  acknowledged 
As  the  fairest  young  colleen  e'er  seen.— CAo»»<#. 

We  are  going  to  get  married  next  Sunday, 

And  the  old  folks  will  give  us  away; 
The  hells  In  the  church  will  be  ringing. 

Ami  the  lioys  and  the  girls  will  be  gay; 
As  sure  as  the  stars  are  above  us, 
— '  My  Kathleen  will  ever  l)e  true; 

And  as  from  the  church  we  are  coming. 

All  the  boys  and  the  girls  shout  hurroo.— TAori/r 


Wciidaby  Clirtuii  HiiiKliain.    Mudc  by  H    I'lulers. 

Long  years  ago,  in  old  Madrid, 

Where  softly  sighs  of  love  the  light  guitar, 
Two  sparkling  eyes  a  lattice  hid, 

Two  eyes  as  darkly  bright  as  love's  own  star! 
There  on  the  casement  ledge  when  day  was  o'er, 

A  tiny  hand  was  lightly  laid; 
A  face  looked  out,  as  from  the  river  shore 

1  here  .stole  a  tender  serenade  l 
Rang  the  lover's  happy  song. 

Light  and  low,  from  shore  to  shore. 
But  ah!  the  river  Mowed  along 

Between  them  evermore. 
Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining. 

Time  is  Hying,  love  is  sighing. 
Come,  for  thee  a  heart  is  pming. 

Here  alotie  I  wait  for  thee! 

Far,  far  away  from  old  Madrid 

Her  lover  fell,  long  years  ago,  for  Spain; 
A  convent  veil  those  eyes  hid. 

And  all  the  vows  that  love  had  sighed  were  vaini 
But  still  l*etween  the  dusk  and  night,  'tis  said. 

Her  white  haml  opens  the  lattice  wide. 
The  faint  sweet  echo  of  that  serenade 

Floats  weirdly  o'er  the  misty  tide! 
Still  she  lists  her  lover's  song, 

still  he  sings  uiKHi  the  shore. 
Though  flows  a  stream  than  all  more  strong 

Between  them  evermore. 
Come,  my  love,  the  stars  are  shining, 

Time  Is  flying,  love  is  sighing; 
Come,  for  thee  a  heart  Is  pining. 

Here  alone  1  wait  for  thee! 

Her  Memory  Brings  Me  No  Regret 

CopyiiKbr.  IKK.  >>.v  Kmiik  llantinir.     Riitaiml  at  SluUmifi *'  llnU,  I.,niiiioii. 
Wordn  by  llowunl  <4rabaiii.     Uiixlo  by  Cbu  tirabaiii. 

lA)ve's  early  dream  has  passed  awav.  forever  gone,  too  sweet  to  stay; 
The  mem'ry  of  a  bygone  day  is  all  that's  left  to  comfort  me. 
One  fa<-o  I  see  U'fore  me  yet.  with  sparkling  eyes  and  curls  of  Jet, 
My  sweetheart's  fai-e,  as  first  we  met— her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret. 

Kkmiai.n. 

Her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret,  although  our  sun  of  love  has  set; 

She  loved  me  once,  I  can't  forget;  her  mem'ry  brings  me  no  regret. 
As  years  go  by,  the  thought  that  she  has  loved  me  once  will  be  to  me 
A  consolation  sweet,  tho'  we  could  never  wed,  thro'  Fate's  decree. 
Sometimes  I  wish  we'd  never  met,  and  still  I  know  1  love  her  yet; 
Tho'  jiarted  now,  I  can't  forget— her  mem'ry  lirlngs  me  no  regret— /■**/. 

B^  Th*  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  songt  on  thia  page  will  be  mailed 
to  any  addrett,  pott-paid,  on  receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your  seiec- 
tioN.  for  One  OolUr.  by  HENRf  i.  WEHMAN.  108  Park  Row,  Now  York.  Catalofuo 
•I  all  our  putoUcations  mailed  Free  upon  application. 


THE  CAMP'S  SWEET  SINBER 

Ci>pyri|{ht,  imm,  \,y  I.  H.  Am-borfolii.     Wdi'.Ii  bimI  Muiilr  b>  L.  H.  AaclirrfaM, 

A  soldier  l>oy  lay  dymg  near  a  Cut)an  battle  flold,    .. .  •  ,      J  .  V. 
While  shades  of  night  around  were  falling  fast,  '      '  ' 

From  break  of  day  'till  setting  sun  the  shot  and  shell  had  ralne<^ 

But  now  o'er  all  a  hush  had  come  at  last; 
His  flag  had  won  the  battle  and  the  troops  had  left  the  field, 

None  knowing  he  lay  wounded,  'neath  the  trees. 
The  coot  night  air  revived  him,  and  altlio'  his  end  was  near. 
This  song  to  us  was  wafted  by  the  breeze: 

Kkfrain. 
0<h1  t)le8fl  my  sweetheart,  far,  far  away. 
Tell  her  our  colors  have  carried  the  day. 
Tell  her  her  prayers  and  the  kiss  that  she  gave, , 
Have  given  me  courage  to  flght  and  be  brave. 

We  hurrieil  out  to  find  him,  for  we  lov'd  this  soldier  well. 
He  had  l>een  the  camp's  sweet  singer,  aye,  was  singing  when  he  fell; 
t)  how  manv  times  he'd  cheered  us  when  our  hearts  were  faint  &  sad, 
By  his  tuneful,  soulful  singing  of  the  songs  that  made  us  glad 
He  would  sing  his  Masters  praises,  or  would  sing  of  home  so  dear. 
He  could  move  the  stony-hearted,  and  e  en  make  him  shed  a  tear. 
His  life  had  l)een  all  music,  had  he  sorrow,  Joy  or  i>aln; 
And  even  as  It  left  him,  he  was  sinking  this  refrain: 

Kkfrain. 

Bid  her  not  sorrow,  give  her  my  love. 

Tell  her  tiiat  (iod  will  unite  us  alwve. 

And  tiiere  we'll  iHs  Joyful,  and  Join,  as  of  yore. 

In  songs  of  glad  praise  unto  Him  we  adore. 

SISTER  MARY  JANE'S  TOP  NOTE 

Copyilwbt,  IS9S,  by  I'bai'prll  .t  C».     All  ri|{ht8  rf«fi'V«d. 

Word*  by  F    Bonjer.     Mualc  by  Ivmi  (^.ri  11. 

The  «h««t  miialc  of  tbU  aoiiir  (wonU  aiKl  iiiiiiiic  C'>iii|ilet«)  In  |iobllrb»l  by  BoOMy  ft  Co., 
Mualc*  Publllbei  t,  •  K»->t  17tli  Stivrl.  New  Y..i  k      I'llex  5U  oaiita. 

Some  people  have  the  money,  and  Others  have  the  brains. 
But  lots  would  like  to  have  a  voice  like  Sister  Mary  Jane's; 
Your  Fattl  and  Albani  in  the  rear  must  take  a  seat,  ■ 

For  i)enetrating  quality  you'll  And  It  hard  to  Iteat;  \ 

Some  say  it's  a  soprano,  out  we're  not  quite  sure  of  that. 
She's  one  top  note,  a  Iteauty,  like  the  shrieking  of  a  cat; 
It's  known  to  all  the  neighliors  who  reside  around  our  way, 
And  when  they  think  Jane's  going  to  sing,  they  to  each  other  say: 

Rkprain. 

Sit  l>ack!  hold  tight:  Mary's  going  to  sing!  ( 

She's  going  to  try  again  to  craclc  her  throat!  ' 

It  stops  the  birds asinging,  and  It  sets  the  tiells a-rlnglng. 
Sister  Mary  Jane's  top  note! 

She  Joined  a  class  for  singing,  but  she  never  said  a  word      i  • 

AlHjut  her  oidy  top  note,  such  a  thing  they  never  heard;       '        . 

She  let  It  go  one  evening,  and  the  organist,  poor  man. 

Went  flying  through  tho  window,  and  away  like  mad  he  ran. 

It  twisted  all  ttie  organ  pU)es,  and  the  boy  who  blew^the  wind 

(iot  Jammed  Into  the  bellows' hole,  and  left  his  lKX)t.?  behind,  ' 

But  Mary  sat  .so  saintly,  for  the  |K>or  girl  didn't  know, 

She  cleared  her  throat  to  sing  again,  Tmtev'ry  one  said  "  Wo!"— //#/ioin. 

She  sang  at  the  .\quarium,  anil  all  the  people  fled. 

The  manager  went  'round  and  found  that  all  the  flsh  were  dead; 

The  hand,  nor  the  conductor,  never  since  a  word  have  spoke. 

They're  all  quite  deaf,  and  out  of  work,  with  their  tympanums  broke. 

It  don't  hurt  sister  Mary,  for  she  likes  it,  it  appears. 

But  when  we  think  she's  going  to  chirp,  we  all  stop  up  our  ears; 

If  a  train  Is  slow  in  starting,  she  will  give  a  little  cough, 

BJing!  goes  Mary's  top  note,  and  they  all  say,  "Now  we're  ott'."—I}tf. 

They  stopped  poor  Mary  singing,  when  the  neighlwrs  all  could  hear, 

So  she  tooK  the  train  to  Southend,  Just  to  practice  on  the  pier; 

She  cleared  her  throat    then  let  it  go  with  wonderful  elTect, 

The  maclilnes  all  dropjied  to  nieces  and  the  pleasure  boats  got  wrecked. 

It  tore  the  s;iils  to  /;W><«»,  and  the  sea-gulls  couldn't  quack. 

The  tide  went  out.  and  people  say  It's  never  coming  t>ack. 

When  Mary  goes  to  Southend  now,  tlie  t<»lks  keep  olT  the  pier. 

The  niggers  only  sing  one  song,  and  this  is  what  you  hear:  — /.>/•; ain. 

CLANCY'S    MISTAKES 

<.'<>p>  right,  IM6,  by  8|«iildiiiK  ft  Onty.     Kiitere<l  at  Satluiura'  Hall,  London. 
Worda  and  niiialc  by  John  Tiarnay. 

Mike  Clancy  lost  the  lob  he  had  two  weeks  ago  to  night. 

Soon  after  that  he  asked  me  if  I'd  anything  in  sight; 

I  got  him  on  a  street  car,  as  conductor  thro'  the  day. 

He  iKtught  a  brand  new  uniform  and  started  right  away; 

They  made  him  watch  the  cro.ssings,  and  the  names  of  streets  call  out, 

Ainf  Information  gather  from  the  signs  along  the  route; 

While  passing  by  a  corner  he  a  billiard  parlor  spied. 

He  pulled  tlie  t><!ll,  the  gripman  stopped,  and  Clancy  loudly  cried: 

Chorus. 
Billiards  and  Pool  Street,  Clancy  hollered  out. 
The  people  never  heard  that  street  l)efore,  along  the  route; 
He  siiw  a  lamp  pmst  ()ainted  red,  and  as  the  car  drew  nigher, 
He  got  excited,  pulled  the  bell,  and  loudly  yelled  out  "  Fire!  " 

When  Clancy  got  back  from  the  trip,  the  foreman  he  got  rash. 
He  collared  Clancy  by  the  ne<:k  and  took  away  the  cash; 
He  tired  Mike  out  thro' the  d(X)r, 'twas  much  to  his  disgrace. 
But  very  s(K>n  we  heard  that  he  had  g<jt  another  place; 
•Twas  in  a  retail  dry  g<MHls  store,  where  he  was  'Madies'  man," 
And  ran  the  hose  department  on  the  Euroix>an  plan; 
'  A  lady  called,  she  priced  some  sto<*king8,  while  the  boss  stood  nigh, 
Then  Clancy's  bosom  swelled  with  pride,  he  wanted  to  act  fly. 

CnoRfB. 
Silk  ones,  ten  dollars,  colors  bright  and  gay; 

"  Oh,  dear,"  she  .said, "  but  they  come  high;  I'll  not  take  them  to  day." 
The  woman  sized  up  Clancy,  and  said  she,  "I  like  your  gall!" 
"You  can't  blame  me,"  says  Clancy,  "for  you  see  you're  awful  tall." 

Now  bad  luck  seems  to  follow  Mike,  no  matter  where  he  goes. 
He's  always  making  funny  l)reak.s,  as  everyl»ody  knows; 
He's  made  mistakes  so  often  that  the  lx)s.ses  all  got  tired. 
And  from  each  Job  that  he  has  had,  poor  Mike,  of  course,  was  fired. 
His  dry  gfKxls'  man  let  up  on  him,  but  only  for  a  while. 
He  told  poor  Mike  to  watch  himself,  and  gave  him  one  more  trial; 
The  boss's  wife  came  in  one  day  to  get  some  underwear,  ;  ■ 

And  Clancy  had  to  wait  on  her,  no  other  clerk  was  there. 

Chorus. 
"Walk  this  way,  lady!"   She  said,  "  I  can't. 
Show  me  your  summer  underclothes,  a  favor  to  m«  grant! " 
Tlien  Clancy  started  to  disrobe  In  front  of  all  the  store. 
His  trial  comes  off  next  Friday,  he  ain't  working  any  mora. 
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MY  SOUTH  CAIINA  ROSEl 

Copyright,  18M,  f<ir  all  countrien,  by  Sydney  P.  HMTia. 

ny  rriiic(>  A  Han  in.  ;        , '^ 

When  yo' woiulah  wliy  yo' f«»el  SO  sray,  ,.■:.:■:'■■■■": 
Wlien  yo' heart  am  slnjtiir  all  de  day, 
When  yo' pulse  am  all  a  tingle. 
An' yo  banjo  full  of  jingle. 

An' the  months  all  melt  an' mingle  Into  May;  .  .  .   r 

•    .  When  yo' joy  f'om  morn  to  twilight's  close,  .' 

When  jo' smile  throughout  yo' sweet  repose, 
Yo' will  have  to  love  a  niggah         _ 
WId  de  puffec' face  an' flggah         ~ 
*•  Of  ma  South  Ca'lina  Rose.  ^.     • 

\  Chorus.  "  '    . 

For  it's  huh  sugah  kiss  whali  I  finds  ma  WLss, 

It's  a  way  she  laugh  an' glance  liiih  »'ye. 
It's  de  toss  in'  head  and  an'  <le  lips  so  re<l, 

An' de  sas.sy  style  she  hold  huh  self  so  high. 
It's  a  way  she  t»*;Vs<!  an'  a  way  she  please,  , 

An'  a  shifty  step  no  othah  nigger  knows; 
Oh,  dali  nevali  was  a  Howali  to  l>e  found  in  any  l>owah 

Like  ma  South  Ca'lina  Kose.—[M«;<c«.J 

Seems  to  me  de  sky's  a  richer  blue. 

Seems  to  me  dat  evah  friend  am  true, 

Dah's  a  beauty  in  de  shivah 

Of  de  moonbeams  on  de  rivaii. 

An' de  sunlight  make  me  qui vah  through  anHhrough; 

Dah's  a  chain  In  evah  place  I  goes,. 

Dah's  de  light  in  evah  breeze 'at  blows. 

An' de  reason  am  de  neatness 

All' de  captivatin' sweetness 

Of  ma  South  ("aliiia  Kose- tV«>»«#. 

The  Soldier's  Bride 

Only  a  Sad,  Sweet  Memory. 

Copy rlirht,  1897,  by  N.  E.  Byers.    EiikIikIi  copyrlKlitne<*iirod. 
Woi'itaaiid  Mu«ic  l>y  K  Ninlon. 

She  was  a  soldier's  sweetheart  pure  as  the  morning  dew, 

Home  front  tlK*  war  to  wed  her,  hastened  the  lover  true. 

Back  to  the  field  of  conflid,  duty  l»a<le  hint  go; 

Kissing  his  bride,  he  wlils|)ereil,  "  Soldiers  must  light,  you  know! " 

Refrain. 

Only  a  sad,  sweet  memory,  darling,  of  bygone  years, 
Otily  a  tlreaiii  of  you,  dear,  kis.siiiK  away  nty  tears;  [liglitr 

"A  soldier's  bride  sliould  not  weeji,"  you  sai<l,  but  how  can  my  heart  l«e 
I've  only  a  sad,  sweet  memory,  darling,  of  you  tonight. 

Then  came  a  tender  message,  saylim  his  love  was  true. 
Borne  by  a  wounded  comrade,  t  hese  were  his  wonls  to  you, 
"  For  our  dear  flag  ami  freedom,  love,  I  give  mv  life. 
Shed  not  a  tear,  rememlier  you  are  a  soldier's  wife."— ;?</■/ «!«. , 

Shoai  the  Tidings,  Cuba's  Free 

;■        CiipyrlKlit,  Htm,  hy  N.  E.  n»«TH.    Wonlfi  ami  MuRle  liy  R.  Mnlan.  ;  : 

Shout  aloud  the  joyful  tidings  over  all  the  land. 
Poor  Cuba  has  Itetiii  rescued  from  the  tyrant's  hand; 
Tlie  joyful  tidings  echo  over  liind  and  sea, 
"  Old  Uncle  Ssim  has  set  |)oor  suff'rlng  Cuba  free." 

Ciiouts. 

Then  shout  the  joyful  tidings,  suff'rlng  Cnlwi  now  is  free. 
Awake  her  sleeolug  heroes  witli  the  siioiit  of  vi<'tory: 
They  bought  with  blootl  her  freedom,  falt^ired  not  the  price  to  pay; 
Then  shout  the  joyful  tidings,  suff'ring  Cuba's  free  today. 

Lift  on  high  the  flag  of  freedom,  let  it  proudly  wave  : 

O'er  ev'ry  ('iiban  cottJige,  oer  the  patriots  grave; 
Let  tyrants  fear  and  tremble  when  her  flag  they  .see. 
For  Uncle  Sam  has  sot  |X)or  suflC'rlnK  Cuba  free.— / /<«»•»«. 

DON'T  TAKE  MY  LITTLE  HOME 

('<i|.)  rlttht.  IWH.  by  N.  E  Byem.    Word«  and  Music  by  E.  Niiiiaii. 

Is  it  true,  kind  stranger,  I  have  just  been  told 

That  I  will  have  to  leave,  this  cottage  has  been  sold.    ,. 

Yes,  the  old  log  cabin;  grandma,  will  be  torn  down. 

And  here  for  myself  I  will  build  a  home,  the  finest  In  the  town. 

Refrai.n. 

Don't  take  my  little  home,  sir,  pity  a  mother,  pray; 

Here  I  have  live<l  since  chlldhfxxl,  seventy  years  to  day. 

My  heart  will  break  with  sorrow,  from  this  dear  pljice  to  roam; 

Don't  turn  me  out  in  the  street,  kind  sir,  don't  tiike  my  little  home. 

Here  we  played  In  childhood,  brother  dear  and  I, 

Under  the  old  oak  tree,  while  summer  days  si>ed  by; 

In  the  chimney  corner,  near  the  log  Are  bright,  ^^ 

The  cold  winter  days  there  we  whiled  away,  slept  in  the  loft  at  mght.—nef. 

In  the  Tillage  church  yard, 'neath  a  crumbling  stone. 

Loved  oaos  liave  long" tieen  sleeping,  I  am  all  alone;  -.     V    , 

From  tlio  scenes  of  chll<lhoo<l,  never  I  thought  to  roam. 

For  all  In  the  world  that  is  dear  to  me  is  this,  my  little  home.— 7/«'"*ajn. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  alwve 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,.by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 
108  Park  Row,  New  York.  Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 
Fre«  upon  applicsiioik  .';;■■;    ;..-.  >A  ,.:-:V-'w-:.-i-.^I.;'V.-.' 


EVERY  NIGHT  I  SEE  THAT  NIGGER 

STANDIN'   'ROUND. 

Copyright,  !»»,  by  T.  n.  Ilarmn  *  0.>.    KiitfiUli  en|.yrit;bl  w-nrr<l. 
By  JoiU'pli  Hurt  A  W    II    Mnt4'lirl(<>. 

The  worstest  nigger  that  I  know  steals  and  get.s  ifito  a  row. 

Just  l>ecau8e  he's  nuthln'  else  to  do; 
He  went  down  to  a  colored  chun-h,  kiKK-ked  the  deacon  olT  his  |R>rch, 

Just  beciiuse  he'd  nuthln'  els«>  to  do. 
Went  to  a  colored  Iwll,  one  night,  drew  his  razor,  started  a  ti);ht. 

Just  l)ecause  he'd  nuthln'  els«'  to  do; 
In  a  policy  shopdid  loudlyshout,  "IV*'  gwiiietocle.Hiidis  "erephu'eout!" 

Just  because  he'd  nuthln'  else  to  do. 

<'llOKIS. 

Ev'ry  night  I  see  thatiiigger  st.indlii' "i-ound.  hanirin' "round; 
Kv'ry  night  I  see  that  iiigircr  walkin     rotind.  t.ilkm'  round; 
Ev'ry  night  I  see  that  nig;r»'r  standiii'  "rouitd.  lianirin"  "round. 
Just  lKH-aus<'  he'd  niilhiir  else  todo 

One  moonlight  night  he  left  his  sto<)|>  to  go  .ind  visit  a  chicken  c<K>p, 

.lust  l>ecause  he's  nuthin'  else  to  «io; 
Not  a  sound  there  could  Ik'  heard.  h»^  .sjiid,  "  I'se  gwliie  to  ufl  thai  blnl," 

Just  iMH'aust'  he'd  nuthln'  el.s«>  to  do. 
The  man  that  owned  th.-itcoop  had  a  gun -Lordy.  how  that  iilu<lid  run. 

Just  be«'.ause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  «lo; 
You  see  that  bird  was  that  iuan's)H't .     I  '.s)»»><>sthat  nigger's  ruimln' yet. 

Just  because  he'd  nuthin'  el.st;  to  do.-  ( Uoi  «•. 

Got  shaking  craps  with  a  lot  of  coons  up  in  Keulteii  Snowball's  r<Htms, 

Just  l»ecause  he's  nuthln'  else  lo  tlo; 
Those  niggers  wished  he  was  in  he.iven,  forev'ry  shake  he  siuKik  eleven. 

Just  lie<;ause  he'«l  nuthin'  else  to  do; 
Won  all  they  had,  liut  hadtoclie.it     niggers  chas.'d  hbiidowii  Ihestreet, 

Just  iHH-ause  he'tl  nuthin'  else  t<»  do; 
Thro'  an  alley,  my!  but  it  was  fiiiniy.     lie  K;iid,  "  III  ^jve  you  a  run  Tor 

Just  lje<'ause  he'd  nuthin'  else  to  <lo.     c/t.-m.-.  jyci  niuiiey.'" 


Copyright,  1K9«,  by  T.  B.  llnrmH  .t  <'ti.     KiiKlioli  '■••\<y  i  urbt  xfoiired. 
WordH  by  llnriy  K.  SiiiUli.     Music  by  I.iiiIwIk  EiiKlaciider. 
Bon  J<i''t.  ft-'ti  Jo-ii\  tiie' ctiin<ii(i</f^ .' 

(Jet  out,  get  out  and  hold  him,  you  fooll  .    . 

Kejoieed  to  iiH'i't  you  all.  I'm  siire.  •  ■  • 

,:.  CouCouiid  that  iM'sky,  wretchfHl  mule.  ^ 

Tho' rvt>  Im'imi  roiiming  in  ni;uiy  a  clime. 
And  l>eHU  away  for  a  deuce  of  a  time, 
■'■  'Tls  joy  to  see  you,  my  friends,  once  again, 

'Tis  Joy  to  Ih-  home  once  more. 
I'm  Jh'eoly  inoviHl,  I  say  I'm  niove<l,  extremely  moved. 

My  forte  Is  versjitillty,  in  Thespian  facility; 

My  sniiling  affability  to  me  wins  ev'ry  lieart;  ' 

I've  talents  a  variety,  of  sl.;irtliiig  contraritty; 

I've  sjimpled  ev'ry  kind  of  tra<le  and  nearly  every  art.; 
The  Idis'ness  of  a  wizjird  1  well  know  from  "A  to  Izzjird"; 

«»  I  ridicule  all  rivals,  1  <-aii  give  them  "cards  and  spades." 
I  oiK-e  was  a  tragedian,  a  nielancholv,  seedy  uii 

In  fact.  In  mo  you  cle;irly  see  a  jack  of  all  trades. 

Rkkuain. 
Behold  in  me  tlie  whole  epitome  of  versatile  felicity; 
.  My  talent  Is  no  onlinary  kind: 

1  am  a  paragon!  I  am  the  only  one: 

I  am  a  universal  geiiliis  of  trlfis  in  multiplicity. 

My  e(|ual  u|»on  »';irth  yon  will  not  And; 
For  1  am  TeieschapiM!  the  m;igi<;al. 
The  <«unical,  the  tragli-all 
Take  oir  your  hats  to  me.  ,    . 

At  prestidigitation  I'm  the  wonder  of  the  nation, 

An.\  thing  you  like  to  something  else  with  readiness  I  turn; 
Mv  singing  voice  vcK'ireroiis.  wins  iMjsies  (Mloriferous 

From  ladles  who  adore  iiit;  and  f<)r  my  afl'eetioiis  yearn; 
I  am  a  "record  breaker  "  as  a  iiecroni:inciii>;  frikir. 

No  large  sleeves  an<l  iionionsf.ielie  I  wear;  I  do  not  need  their  aids. 
In  ballet  dance  fantastical,  my  h'gs  are  m<»st  elastical  - 

In  fact,  in  me  you  c;learly  see  a  ja<'k  <»f  all  trades.— /.'«y>ai«. 

THE  ACTOR'S  BOARDING  HOUSE 

By  WiIMmiii  Jiroiin-.    Time"  Hry,  UiiIm-." 

I'll  singvouof  an  actor'sltoarding  house  that's  run  by  aDutchman,  Her 
It'sNo.  22  (Jreat  Jones,  and  the  pricejier  week  Is  just  tilKmes.  (man  Kruse, 
It's  run  u|K>n  the  jusiout  plan,  by  this  Michael  Pheaiia  I>ut<-hman. 
Who  wants  you  to  settle  in  advance.andsotolM'athim  there's  no  chance. 
I'm  up  eleven  flights  of  stairs,  and  in  my  ntom  there  are  no  chairs. 
No  signs  of  gas  or  a  candle  light— in  fact,  my  riKun  Is  out  of  sight. 
We  sleep  eleven  In  one  lied,  and  In  the  morning  six  are  dead. 
The  ttrst  one  up  is  the  Ije.st  one  dr;?s.sed,  to  day  I  lost  my  cojit  and  vest. 
Some  other  actor  st<^le  my  shoe.s,  and  touk  them  out  to  get  some  tjooze. 
They  fee<l  on  hash  three  times  a  day,  and  the  serlo  comics  all  chew  liay. 
The  house  Is  full  of  museum  freaks,  ffir  a  s«'ason  of  just  forty  weekg. 
They  are  a  dizzy  looking  troui>e,  and  the  turtle  lioy  fell  in  the  soup. 
They  all  have  English  pugs  to  pet,  and  their  picture's  in  the  Police  (Jazette. 
They  say  there's  one  ein  mashed  UjH)n,  but  not  on  your  life,  says  John. 
They  played  Delaware  and  Water  tian,  and  other  t</wns  not  on  the  map. 

Then  comic  .^ongs  all  night  tliey  sing. 
And  when  they  hear  the  dinner  bell,  oh,  howlike  Indians  they  do  yell. 
Around  the  table  sit  in  pairs,  and  read  the  gauz},  bill  oi  fares. 
Oh,  the  l)eefsteak  it  is  awful  t/)Ugh,  but  Jit  it  we  all  make  a  bluff. 
To  day  I  took  a  great  big  chunk  to  make  some  hinges  for  my  trunk. 
The  coffee  It  Is  awful  weak,  it  hasn't  strength  enough  to  si>eak, 
Witli  the  butt,er  it  fought  two  roumls,  but  had  to  settle  on  Its  grounds. 
We  had  some  steak  called  Laughette.  I  ate  wyme  and  am  laughing  yet. 
And  then  they  g.ive  me  ox-tail  soup,  made  from  the  leg  of  old  Bill's  lKK)t, 
But  when  they  passeil  the  custard  j>ie,  oh.  me:  oli.  me:  oh,  me:  oh,  niyi 
Upon  my  piece  I  found  a  hair,  for  things  like  that  1  did  not  care. 
But  a  boarder  next  to  me  named  John,  he  ate  the  pie  with  4o  jo's  on. 
When  we  got  thro"  we  s;iid  our  pravers.and  wish'd  we  could  climlt  the 
We  have  a  party  every  night. that  always  busts  up  In  a  Hght .  |  gold'n  stairs 
Pound  parties  are  the  fad,  you  see,  at  the  one  last  night  they  i>ou  tided  me. 
Then  Christmas  was  the  came  thev  playe<l,  witti  their  stockings  on  a  line 
I  had  none,  but  to  get  a  chance,  upon  the  line  1  hung  my  pants,  [array'd 
Borne  got  presents,  oh.  so  fine!  some  son  of  a  gun  got  Into  mine. 
Then  to  my  room  I  bade  retreat,  and  went  to  breakfast  In  a  sheet. 
Ta-la-la-boom  de  rae,  since  it  wrf?  enough  for  me, 
I'd  sooner  be  in  Kankakee.    Ta-ta,  Ubi,  boom-de-ree. 


I  Loved  You  Better  tlian  You  Knew 

CupyriKlit,  1M3.  by  Ch»*  W.  Held. 
Word*  and  IIu»lu  by  J»liniii«  Carroll. 

Our  hands  are  clasped,  the  la^t  forever, 

Perhaps  well  never  meet  aKaiii; 
1  loved  you  as  I  could  none  other; 

ThLs  parting  tllla  my  heart  with  pain; 
You  iwk,  and  freely  I  forgive  you, 

The  happy  i)a3t  I  must  rorjiet; 
And  though  1  wander  on  In  sorrow, 
I  hope  that  you'll  l>e  happy  yet. 

Chorus. 
As  tliroutth  this  weary  world  1  waiuler. 

My  thoughts  alone  will  be  of  you; 
In  niem'ry  I  will  see  you  ever; 
I  loved  you  better  tnan  you  knew. 

Perhaps,  when  I  have  gone  forever, 

You'll  sometimes  sit  and  think  of  me. 
And  wonder  if  I'm  doad  or  Ifvinjj; 
t  Perchance  I'll  thii\k  the  same  of  thee; 

And  when  your  friends  have  all  departed. 

The  friends  you  thout;ht  were  tried  and  true. 
Remember  one  you  left  heart-broken 

Had  loved  you  Iwlter  than  you  knew.—  Chonu. 

ALICE,  WHERE  ART  THOU  7 

The  birds  slcepinK  treiitly,  sweet  lyra  Kl^ameth  brlKht; 
Her  ravs  tititfe  the  forest,  and  all  seems  K'ad  to-nlKlit. 
The  winds  sighing  by  me,  cooling  my  fever'd  brow; 
The  stream  (lows  as  ever,  yet,  Alice,  where  art  thour 
<me  year  back  this  even,  and  thou  wert  by  my  side. 
And  thou  wert  by  my  side,  vowing  to  love  me. 
One  vear  past  this  even,  and  tliou  Wert  by  my  side. 
Vowing  to  love  me,  Alice,  whateer' might  l)etide. 

The  silver  rain  falling,  ju.st  as  it  falleth  now; 

And  all  things  slept  gently    ah:  Alice,  where  art  thout 

I've  sought  thee  by  lakelet,  I've  sought  thee  on  the  hill. 

And  in  the  plea.sant  wildwootl,  when  winds  blew  cold  and  chill; 

I've  sought  thee  in  forest,  I'm  looking  heavenward  now, 

I'm  ItMiklng  heavenw.'ird  now;  oh:  there 'mid  the  star-.shtne, 

I've  .sought  thee  in  forest,  I'm  l<M>klng  heavenward  now; 

Oh!  there  'mid  the  .star-shine,  .\lice,  1  know  an  thou. 

H I  Only  Could  Blot  Out  the  Past 

Copyrlfflit,  18M,  by  ilaniUmii  R.  UoiUon.    Eiiirllsh  cupyrlffht  wcurad. 
Wunlx  aixl  Miialr  by  Otinle  I..  Uavla. 

In  a  city  far  away  came  a  messenger  one  day 

With  a  letter  f<jr  a  girl,  and  thus  It  said: 
•'  Your  old  mother  died  to  day,  and  before  she  passed  away 

«>ften  asked  for  you  when  all  .stood  by  her  l>ed. 
Now,  Nell,  nlea.se  write  and  say  that  you'll  start  for  home  to-day. 

For  p«H)r  rather  has  forgiven  you  at  la.st, 
An<l  he  longs  to  see  you,  too.  for  he  always  speaks  of  you," 

But  poor  Nell  wrote,  while  the  tears  were  falling  fast: 

CHORfS. 

If  1  only  could  Itlot  out  the  past. 

If  I  only  could  all  forget. 
And  the  sweetheart  of  old  had  his  love  never  tuld. 

If  he  and  I  never  had  met 
I'd  l)e  home  with  the  old  folks  to-day, 

But  for  me  now  the  die  is  cast: 
My  heitrt  oft  doth  yearn,  and  I'd  like  to  return. 

If  I  only  could  blot  out  the  past. 

Ill  her  home  one  year  ago  not  a  sorrow  did  she  know. 

In  the  quiet  little  town  she  was  the  belle; 
but  a  lad  there  won  her  heart,  now  they've  drifted  far  a|iart. 

For  poor  Nf  II  loved  him  not  wisely  but  too  well; 
Kut  pride  keeps  her  away  from  that  dear  old  home  to-day. 

For  her  name  the  village  folks  linked  with  disgrace. 
And  they  tried  to  wreck  her  life,  for  poor  Nell  was  not  his  wife, 

And  she  thought  of  all,  while  tears  rolled  down  her  face.     C'/ioru$. 


Don't  you  remember  sweet  Alice,  Ben  Boltt 

Sweet  Alice,  with  hair  so  brown. 
Who  blushe<l  with  delight  if  you  gave  her  a  smile. 

And  trembled  with  tear  at  your  frown? 
In  the  old  church  yard,  in  the  valley,  Ben  Bolt, 

In  a  corner  oltsciire  and  lone. 
They  have  fitted  a  slab  of  granite  so  gray. 

And  Alice  lies  umler  the  stone. 

Under  the  hickory  tree,  Ben  Bolt, 

That  st(xjd  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
Together  we've  lain  In  the  noonday  shade, 

.\m\  listened  to  Appletcm's  mill. 
The  mill  wheel  has  fallen  to  pieces,  Ben  Bolt,         ' 

The  rafters  have  tumbled  In, 
And  a  quiet  that  crawls  'round  the  wall  as  you  gaze. 

Takes  the  place  of  the  olden  din. 

l>o  you  mind  the  cabin  of  logs.  Ben  Bolt, 

That  st<wd  in  the  pathie.ss  wo<h1? 
And  the  button  bjill  tree,  with  its  motley  l)oughfl. 

That  nigh  by  the  door  step  stood? 
Tli<-  cabin  to  ruin  has  gone,  Ben  Bolt, 

You  would  look  for  the  tree  in  vain; 
And  where  once  the  lords  of  the  forest  .sto«Kl, 

Grows  grass  and  the  golden  grain. 

And  don't  you  remember  the  school,  Ben  Bolt, 

.\nd  the  master  so  cruel  and  grim? 
And  the  shady  nook  in  the  running  brook, 

Where  the  children  went  to  swim? 
Grass  grows  on  the  ma.ster's  grave,  Ben  Bolt, 

The  spring  of  the  brook  is  dry. 
And  of  all  the  boys  who  were  schoolmates  then. 

There  are  only  you  and  i: 

There's  a  ch.inge  in  the  things  I  love,  Ben  Bolt; 

They  have  changed  from  the  old  to  the  new; 
But  I  feel  In  the  core  of  mv  spirit  the  truth. 

There  never  was  a  change  in  you. 
Twelve  months  twenty  have  pa.s.Hed,  Ben  Bolt, 

Since  first  we  were  friends,  vet  I  hall 
Thy  presence  a  blessing,  t  li v  friendsblp  a  truth, 

Beu  Bolt  of  the  salt  sea  gale.' 


I  LOVE  YOU  YET 

Oopyritflit,  t*t6,  lir  (''•'ui   W.  Hvld.    KiitortMl  at  SUUoners' Hall,  London, 
Worda  ikiul  Muvlf  by  Mi>iiroe  11.  U<ia*iireld. 
-     You  said  you  loved  ine  better  than  I  knew,  I   • 

But  ah:  you  know  you  spoke  untrue; 
Your  heart  was  faithless  and  your  love  was  false, 

And  yet  I  loved,  I  loved  but  you. 
You  claimed  me  as  your  hanpy  bride, 
You  pres.sed  me  to  your  loving  side; 
You  took  my  hand  within  your  own. 
And  vowed  "you  loved  but  me  alone. 
But  ah:  you  little  dream'd  I  knew 
That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue. 

CHORfS. 

And  now  I  wander  sad  and  lone,  the  past  a  drear  and  vain  regret. 
And  tho'  your  many  vows  were  broken,  I  cannot  help,  I  love  you  yet. 

"  I  loved  you  better  than  you  knew,  machree  "— 

Those  were  the  words  you  spoke  to  me, 
And  tho'  I  thought  you  loved  me  as  you  said, 
»  I  knew  that  this  could  never  be. 

For  woman's  heart  is  not  a  toy. 
One  deed  her  love  will  oft  destroy; 
I  saw  you  kiss  another's  lips, 
IJke  bee,  which  stolen  honey  sips. 
And  ah!  you  little  dream'd  i  knew 
That  you  were  faithless  and  untrue.— CAo>'«i'. 

Love's  .Old,  Sweet  Song 

Word*  by  U.  Cllftuii  Uiiitclmiii.     Mukic  by  .1.  I..  Molloy. 

Once  In  the  dear,  dead  clays  beyond  recall,       ) 
When  on  the  world  the  mists  began  to  fall. 
Out  of  the  dreams  that  rose  in  happy  throng. 
Low  to  our  hearts  love  sung  an  old,  sweet  song; 
And  in  the  dusk,  wliere  fell  the  rtrelight  gleam. 
Softly  it  wove  itself  into  our  dream. 
Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 
And  the  flickering  shadows  softly  come  and  go; 
Tho' the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long. 
Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song. 
Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song. 

Even  to  day  we  hear  love's  song  of  yore. 

Deep  in  our  hearts  it  dwells  for  evermore; 

F(HJtsteps  may  falter,  weary  grow  the  way. 

Still  we  can  hear  it  at  the  close  of  day; 

So  till  the  end,  when  life's  dim  shadows  fall,     >. 

Love  will  l)e  found  the  sweetest  song  of  all. 

Just  a  song  at  twilight,  when  the  lights  are  low. 

And  the  flickering  .shadows  softly  come  and  go; 

Tho' the  heart  be  weary,  sad  the  day  and  long. 

Still  to  us  at  twilight  comes  love's  old  song. 

Comes  love's  old,  sweet  song.  ,...'' 

A  Mother  Never  Can  Forget  Her  Bojr 

■  Cop) rlRht,  iaS3.  by  Um.  M.  Klenk  A  Co.  ;}...: 

Words  and  Miuio  by  Chaa  Miller.  !'. 

In  prison  sits  a  convict  for  a  crime  he  hadn't  done. 

Deserted  by  his  friends  and  every  one; 

"  Why  don  t  they  come  to  see  me? "  Is  his  cry  from  morn  till  night, 

"O  God,  take  me  to  realms  tlmt  are  more  bright." 

Discouraged,  broken-hearted,  he  then  gives  up  in  des|talr. 

'Till  sounds  a  loving  voice  upon  the  air; 

'Tis  his  dear  old  lonng  mother,  and  his  heart  lieats  high  with  Joy 

For  the  mother  that  has  come  to  see  her  lH>y. 

CllORlS. 

Though  his  sweetheart  will  forget  him,  and  all  his  friends  forsake  him. 
His  father,  sisters,  brothers,  may  all  his  ho;»es  destroy. 

But  there's  no  love  like  a  mothers.  It  is  stronger  than  all  others, 
A  mother  never  can  forget  her  boy. 

In  trials  or  in  trouble  there's  no  friend  like  mother  dear. 

She  ne'er  forgets  her  loved  ones  far  or  near: 

Her  heart  is  never  changing,  it  is  always  steadfast,  strong. 

And  clings  to  those  who  hold  It,  right  or  wrong; 

Just  when  the  day  is  darkest  and  the  clouds  ol>s«Mjre  the  light. 

Temptations  gather  'round  as  thick  as  night. 

She  will  smile  and  love  on  ever,  though  her  heart  with  .sorrows  torii. 

For  she  knows  her  love  will  always  bring  the  dawn,     t/io, «.. 

The  Man  that  Stole  My  Luncheon 

C'opyriKht,  1(M,  by  T.  B.  Ilarnii  ft  Co.     EngUah  copyrlitbt  Mcured. 
Words  by  TIhmi.  L«  Mauk.    Music  by  Andraw  Mack. 

Ytm  rememl)er  w^e  unloaded  coal  two  weeks  oome  Tuesday  next? 
I  do,  upon  the  wharf  down  here,  the  day  Dan  (Jould  got  fined. 

Well,  something  happened  that  day  that  would  make  a  man  fi'el  vexed,. 
And  althougli  I  never  mentioned  it,  it's  never  left  my  mind. 

Before  I  starte<l  out  to  work,  my  wife  put  up  my  dinner. 
When  I  got  down  to  the  wharf,  1  hid  the  can  l>ehlnd  the  8he<l, 

When  a  man  aUnit  your  size  sneakd  'round— he  did,  the  thieving  sinner- 
Took  my  dinner-can,  my  coat  .and  lunch— yes,  everything— and  fled. 

CiiORrs. 
1  think  he  deserves  a  punchin'.    Who?  The  man  that  stole  my  luncheon! 

Was  it  me*    I  never  sjiid  It  was.    Well,  don't  Insinuate. 
I'm  not  Insinuatln'.    But  you're  very  aggravatin'. 

Lave  it  go.    I  will.    You  will?    'Tis  gone.    But  what  had  I  to  ate? 

Now,  Drlnnan,  you're  a  friend  of  mine,  and  I  know  all  your  ways. 

We've  worketi  together  many  times,  a-Jobbing  here  and  there, 
I've  done  favors  for  your  familj',  too,  these  many,  many  days; 

I'll  get  even,  too,  with  some  one,  if  it  takes  me  twenty  years. 
You're  not  accusing  me,  man,  dear,  of  ateing  up  your  dinner? 

Well,  you  didn't  bring  no  lunch  that  day  (I'll  take  me  oath  to  that). 
No,  but  over  to  the  Ditchman's  I  had  beer  and  sour  weinner. 

Y'^es,  but  l)eer  and  sour  weinner— only  Ditchmen  live  on  that.— 6""t«/«. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  either  of  the  above 
songs  will  be  mailed  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on 
receipt  of  30  Cents  per  copy,  or  4  copies,  your 
selection,  for  ONE  DOLLAR,  by  H.  J.  WEHMAN, 

108  Park  Row,  New  York.    Catalogue  of  all  our  publications  mailed 

Free  upon  application. 
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Be  sure  to  buy  a  copy  of  the  latest  popular  sons:  by  the  author  of  **Dennie  Murphy's 
1^1'-M:j::  .  3        Daughter  Nell,"  ••  Pictures  from  Life's  Other  Side,"  etc. 


t 


"JUST  THE  SAME." 


WoRds  by  CHAS.  E.  BAER. 

THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS. 
CHORUS. 


nusic  by  FLORENCE  BAER. 

TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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On  -  ly     to   hear   you  say    you   will  love    me     al  -  way    just 
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II PIGTOBE  OF  |Y  BEST  GiRL 

■  ■   ^>  »    ■ ■    ■  ;.^■ 

Copyriclit,  MDCCCXUVI,  by  HowUy,  navlland  *  Co.— Encltoh  oopyrlcht  Mcurtxl.    Wur<la  aad  m<iala  by  Ch^rlM  KaraUnd-AII  ilckto  raMrrad. 
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The  Woida  and  Music  of  tbii  BonK>  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  anv  addrem,  poaipald,  on  receipt  of  40  cunie:  or  tlils  and  any  two  other  Sonet  for  One  Dollar. 
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In  a  hotel  on  Fifth  Avenae  a  crowd  of  triT'llng  men. 

Were  talking  ou  the  topics  of  the  dav. 
Comparing  notes  and  photogruplis  of  dif 'rent  girls  they'd  met. 

Some  were  pretty,  some  were  homely,  some  were  gay. 
By  cliance  there  fell  upon  ihe  floor  the  picture  of  a  girl. 

The  owner  tried  to  hide  It,  but  was  slow; 
■    -r^'        "Ah,  there,  old  chap,  I've  cnught  yoa,  come  now,  tell  as  wbo  It  if. 

We  insist"— "If  you  Insist,  1  can't  say  no." 

Chorus. 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  girl,  and  boys  I  love  her  dearly, 

A  gen)|ls  my  preclons  pearl,  who  watches  for  rae  so  sincerely: 

I  know  thai  she's  fond  and  true,  we  are  sweethearts,  now  yoii  can  see  clearly, 

It  8  my  daughter,  and  I've  taught  her,  to  always  be  my  best  girl. 


A  little  newsboy  stamllng  near  them  took  In  ev'ry  word. 

And  speakint;  up  said,  *  buy  a  paper,  do; 
If  vou  will,  I'll  sliow  )uu  my  best  girl,  now  what  say  you  to  tbat  V* 

Tliey  all  agreed,  ami  then  he  brought  to  view 
A  pliotograph  all  faded,  of  a  woman  old  and  worn; 

Who  In  her  time  was  liaudsonie,  that  was  plain, 
"She's  not  so  young  nor  half  so  swell  as  yours,"  the  lad  repllMl, 

And  then  be  softly  sang  (his  sweet  refrain: 

CUORUB. 

It's  a  picture  of  my  best  girl,  ami  boys,  I  love  her  dearly. 


A  gem  Is  my  nreclous  pt-arl,  who  watches  fur  me  so  sincerely, 

I  know  tliat  Bh«'«  fond  hihI  tru<\  we  are  swcelhenrts,  now  you  can  i 

It's  my  mother,  I've  no  other,  and  she'll  always  be  my  best  girl. 


I  clearly, 


It  Was  Not  Down  on  the  Programs 

Ooprrlftbt.  UDOOaZOVU,  by  Henry  J.  Wsbman.    Words  by  Howard  Orabam.    Moaio  bj  Ohau-los  Qrabam.    AU  risbto  reserved.  ' 
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The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  idano,  will  be  sent  to  any  address^poetpald,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  aonet  for  One  Dollar, 
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The  theatre  was  crowded  In  a  qalet  country  town. 

The  bills  anuounced  a  singer  would  appear  of  great  renown; 

Tlie  people  thought  they'd  hear  selectuuis  claselcitl  and  grand. 

But  hi>p<'(i  It  would  he  enmelliiiig  country  folks  would  understand; 

The  singer  stcpp'd  upon  the  8iat:e  wllli  dignity  and  grace. 

And  there,  amongst  the  audience  she  beheld  her  fatlier's  face; 

"Twas  her  native  town,  and  to  her  mind  sweet  memories  would  throng. 

As,  with  voice  inspired,  she  sang  her  dear  old  motlier-'s  favorite  Song: 

■'■'\'  ClIOBIH. 

It  was  not  down  on  the  program,  she  knew  ber  dad  was  there. 
She  sang  tlie  song  her  muthtr  loved  In  tones  so  rich  and  rare. 
And  it  set  his  mind  a-thinking  of  the  days  he  used  to  know,* 
It  was  not  down  on  tbe  program,  that  sweet  song  of  long  ago. 


RicriuiN. 

"My  Old  Kentucky  Rome." 
Weep  no  more,  my  lady,  oii,  weep  no  more  towlay, 
We  win  slug  one  song  for  the  Old  Kentucky  Uume, 
For  the  Old  Kentucky  Home  far  away. 

One  moment's  breathless  silence  catn>*,  tlie  singer's  voice  had  ceased, 
The  flood  of  their  emotions  from  her  atniience  was  released; 
The  cheers  that  shook  the  bulliliug  was  a  tribute  far  more  dear 
Than  compliments  of  crowned  heads  to  the  singer  standing  there. 
Her  daddy's  eyes  were  dim,  bat  still  it  matte  his  iieart  rejoice. 
To  hear  the  well-known  songs  again,  to  liear  his  dnngliter's  voice. 
And  when  slie  sat  lieslde  him  In  the  old  home  once  again, 
Ttien  she  sung  for  him  alone  her  mother's  favorite  refrain: — Rtfrain. 


Qe  Flit  !ir  i  Cie  He  Tlinilt  Wss  Rit. 


Ooyyrlght,  MDCCCXCVI,  by  Howley,  HavlUnd  A  Co. 


Enirllih  oopyrtffht  secured. 


Words  and  roaslo  by  Psal  Dreaser.    All  riirkts 
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I  saw  an  old  grave  vesterday,  not  many  miles  away. 

It  took  me  back  for  over  tliirty  years; 
And  mem'ry  brought  to  mind  an  empty  cot,  a  mother,  too. 

And  knelt  t>ealde  it  mingling  nray'rs  with  tears. 
Above  tlie  spot  wlien'  her  boy  sleeps  there  stands  a  wooden  cross. 

Which  liears  a  sentence  worded  in  this  way, 
"  Pray  Judge  him  not  because  be  fought  for  what  be  thought  was  right, 

A  bero  though  he  wore  a  suit  of  gray." 

CaoRtTS. 
He  sleeps  beneatb  an  ol<l  oak  tree. 

Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-nlgbt. 
Be  he  what  he  may,  oh,  Jud"e  him  i>ot,  I  pray. 

He  fought  for  the  cause  I   i  thought  was  riglit. 


Allow  your  thoughts  to  wander  back  to  "sixty. one"  and  "tl»e," 

To  war  and  all  Ita  heartaches  we  will  turn, 
Jii«t  picture  to  yourself  u  mother,  tot'ring,  old  and  gray. 

And  waiting  for  her  boy  wlin'll  ne'er  return; 
A  tiioiiHand  miles  away  from  her  he's  sleeping  all  alone, 

Tlie  skies  have  out  tlieir  sentinels  each  night. 
While  passing  bare  your  liead  in  honor  of  tbe  bero  bold. 

Because  be  fonght  for  what  he  thought  was  right 

Chorcb. 

He  sleeps  beneath  an  old  oak  tree. 
Far,  far  from  home  and  friends  to-night. 

Be  wliat  he  may,  oh.  Judge  him  not,  I  pray. 
He  foiiglit  for  the  cause  he  tliought  was  right. 


All  Coons  LookAliketoMe 


•  It 


IWvdy— Written  by  Harry  Barnes. 


I 


Talk  about  yonr  Irlohmen  having  troable, 

I  think  Pat  Murphy  lias  euongn  of  hie  own. 
He  dropped  into  a  lieer  saloon  one  evening. 

And  two  hours  nfior  they  had  to  carry  iiim  booM. 
Oil,  Ills  poor  wife  Bridu'et  nerded  him  very  badly. 

Because  she  swallowed  a  toothpick  with  a  glass  of 
And  when  site  saw  how  they  liaii  to  carry  Pat  Marfiby, 

These  words  she  yelled  In  bis  ear— 

Cborub. 
All  Irishmen  look  sUke  to  me,  you  ain't  the  only  one  that'a  ben, 
Johnny  Casey  and  Mike  McUee.  all  those  fellows  are  stack  on  me 

ri  if  you  spend  your  money  so  free,  on  that  whiskey  and  BOtoa  i 
won't  love  yo?  oobow  all  IVa.hiQes  look  alike  to  m*.    . 


•*****••<.♦  *„^"  "rP-.-.'-iV^.^  'i,.'*  '.^^ 


When  Pat  Murphy  had  listened  to  what  bis  wife  had  told  bim. 

And  after  she  had  hit  him  in  the  face  with  a  stale  loaf  of  brm< 
He  Jumtied  up  and  grablied  a  bij;  fat  roll-pin. 

And  tiien  he  threw  that  roll-piu  at  iier  bead. 
But  she  dodged  and  the  roll-pin  smashed  a  fancy  window. 

And  the  owner  wanted  Pat  Murphy  to  pay;  "-'  ; 

He  conldn't,  and  while  Ibey  were  leading  bim  to  the  atatloB, 

These  words  to  bim  his  wife  did  say — 

Cborob. 

All  Iriebmen  look  alike  to  me,  yon  ain't  the  only  one  that'a  beta, 
Jotanay  Casey  and  Mike  McOee.  all  those  fellows  are  slock  on  ma, 
So  If  yoa  spend  yonr  money  so  fres,  on  that  whiskey  and  not  imam  '  . 
I  woart  tore  yoa  noiipw,  all  Irishmen  look  alike  to  ma. 


.: 


Everyt>ody  Is  delighted  with  this  great  descriptive  song  by  Chas.  Qraham,  composer  of 
**Don*t  let  her  go  away  John,"  etc.    Order  a  copy  from  music  dealer. 
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"AFTER  YOUR  WAND'RING,  COME  HOME 


THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS. 

CHORUS. 


Words  and  Music  by  CHAS.  QRAHAM. 


TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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That's  what  she   read    in     the        let  -  ter,. 
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Aft  -  er    your   wand' ring,  come  home!  ". 
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"Why  did    you   leave    us       a  -  lone?. 

-4— 


No   one   could  love      you     bet  -  ter;. 
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Keep  this    in    mind,    lit  -  tie      girl,. 


No     mat  -  ter   wher  -  ev  -  er     you     roam, There  arc 


hearts  fond  and   true,  that  are    wait  -  ing    for     you 


Aft  -  er     your  wand-'ring,  come  home !  ". 
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Just  Set  a  Light  I  Sweet  Bunch  of  Daisies 

_.. ^^^^^  H  riMMnijvKr    tmod.   Iiv  AniftA  rftwAn       All  Hirlila  riMMtrviwI  — WArila  Anfl  mnali*  hv  Anita  OwAH. 


CopyrlRht,  ItM,  b7  Howley,  HjtTlland  A  Ck>.    Eiigltoh  oopyrlRht  M«ure<L 

•   ^%m    I 

Tb*  word*  and  maple  nf  thin  mong,  arrancred  for  the  piano,  will  b«  gent  to  any 
ail<1r«ai,  pnatpAid,  on  receipt  of  40  oeiiUi;  or  thin  and  anr  two  other  poiiki  for  One 
nollar,  by  Henry  J  Webman.  108  Park  Kow,  New  York.  Write  to  aboT*  ^Idrea*  f"r 
Free  ('ataln«iie  of  Soiifr*.  Boner  Hook*,  8b«Bt  MiMlo,  Oerman  8on(  Booki,  Letter 
WrUen,   Dream  Buoka,  Juke  Boolu.  eto. 


•    m^m     . 

Word*  by  Henry  V.  Neal.    Miislo  by  Oawl*  L.  OftTii. 

1    »  e  »    I 

A  little  child  on  a  Blck  bed  lay. 

And  to  death  seemed  very  near, 
Her  parents'  pride,  and  the  only  child 

Of  a  railroad  eiiKlneer; 
His  duty  calls  him  from  the  one  he  loved. 

From  this  home,  whose  lights  were  dimmed. 
While  tears  he  shed,  to  his  wife  he  said, 

"1  will  leave  two  lanterns  trimmed." 

CHORrs. 

"Just  set  a  light  when  I  pass  to-night. 

Set  it  where  It  can  be  seen. 
If  our  darling's  dead,  then  show  the  red. 

If  she's  better,  show  the  green." 

In  that  small  house,  by  the  railroad  side, 

'Twas  the  mother's  watchful  eye 
B&ir  gleam  of  hope  In  the  feeble  smile,  , 

As  the  train  went  rushing  by; 
Just  one  short  look,  'twas  his  only  chance. 

But  the  signal  light  was  seen, 
On  the  midnight  air  there  arose  a  prayer, 

"Thank  the  Lord,  the  light  Is  green."— (  horu$. 


Every  Nigger  Had  a  Lady 


Oo|>jrlKlit,  1W7,  by  Wm.  B.  Gray.    Entered  at  Statlonera'  Hall,  London. 

■     »  »  ^    » 

The  Word*  and  Munlo  of  tlila  Snnn,  arransed  for  the  piano,  will  )>•  pent  to  any  ad> 
dr«M,  poe(-|i«ld.  on  receipt  of  M  cente;  or  this  and  any  two  other  BoiigH  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Waninan,  IM  Park  K<>w,  New  York.  Write  to  above  addreM  for  Free 
I'Ktalocue  of  Sontt*.  Sous  Rooki,  Sheet  MnMc,  Oermaii  Sonic  Book*.  Letter  Wrlteie, 
liream  Book*.  Joke  Booke,  etc. 

1     »  »■— — .- — — — — 

>■         WorOf  and  miuic  by  Karl  St.  Clair.    All  rtghte  reeerved. 
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De  coons  gave  a  ball  de  other  night, 

De  wenches  dat  attended  dey  were  dressed  out  of  sight; 

Eb'ry  nigger  had  on  his  very  best, 

Wu2  a-puttln'  on  a  lot  of  lugs  and  tr>-ln'  to  do  do  rest. 

Bports  and  gamblers  made  a  great  big  bluff. 

Crooked  crap  shooters  dat  were  lookln'  for  de  stuff; 

Dere  wuz  many  a  funny  sight  to  see, 

Eb'ry  nigger  dat  was  present  had  a  lady  but  me. 

Chorcb. 

Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

Eb  ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me: 
I  stood  dere  a-gianrln',  while  de  others  were  a-dancln'. 

And  dey  all  seemed  just  as  happy  as  could  be; 
Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

Eb  ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 
Not  a  word  lo  me  dey  spoke,  and  ray  heart  It  nearly  broke, 

Eo'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me. 

Dat  night  I'll  always  remember  well, 

I  had  my  eyes  located  on  a  cliigercolored  belle; 

I  wuz  raptured  completely  bv  her  charms. 

I  could  feel  myself  a-waltzlii  with  dat  sweet  thing  In  my  arms, 

Jes'  den  some  one  shoute<l  through  de  hall, 

"  Ebrybody  grab  a  gal  and  promenade  all; " 

For  dat  lady  den  I  grabbed  right  away, 

Bnt  I  nebber  knew  I  missed  her  till  de  band  began  to  play. 

Chorfs. 
Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

Eb  ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 
I  Btood  dere  a  glancln',  while  de  others  were  a  dancin\ 

And  dey  all  seemed  iu-ft  as  happy  as  could  be; 
Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 

Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 
Not  a  word  to  me  dey  spoke,  and  my  heart  It  nearly  broke, 

Eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me. 

Along  XMUt  twelve  a  great  big  coon 

Oot  up  and  said  dat  sunper  would  be  ready  very  soon; 

Eb'ry  couple  began  to  fall  In  line, 

'Cause  de  niggers  got  a  straight  tip  dat  de  grub  wuz  mighty  fine; 

Coons  and  wenches  laughin'  nebt)er  ceased, 

"nil  de  big  proce.sslon  started  down  to  have  de  feast; 

I  wuz  ready,  but  strange  it  seemed  to  be, 

Eb'17  nigger  went  to  supper  with  a  lady  put  me. 

-■    -  Chorus. 

"Eb'ry  nigger  went  to  supper  but  me; 

Eb  ry  nigger  went  to  supper  but  me; 
I  stood  dere  a  smllin'  'till  my  bloo<l  beg&a  a-blUn', 

Until  I  got  Jes'  as  mad  as  l  could  be; 
Eb'ry  nigger  wuz  a-Iaugliln'  at  me, 

'Cause  eb'ry  nigger  had  a  lady  but  me; 
■  Bat  when  I  began  to  shoot,  all  de  coons  began  to  scoot, 
Den  nobody  had  a  lady  bat  me. 


OopTllClltiJIH,  hy  Anita  Owen.    AH  rtehia  reMrved.— Wnrdaand  ma«te  by  Anita  Owen. 
The  (beet  music  of  this  song  will  be  aent  to  any  AddreM  tur  tt  c«nU. 

■     m  »  m     . 

Sweet  golden  daisies,  oh,  how  dear  to  me, 
•'   Ever  I  near  them,  whisp'ring,  love  of  thee,      .        .» 
Murmuring  softly.  In  a  silent  theme. 
Of  love's  bright  morning,  now  one  sad,  sweet  dreaoL 

Refrain. 

Sweet  bunch  of  daisies,  brought  from  the  dell, 
KiBB  me  once,  darling,  daisies  won't  tell. 
Give  me  your  promise.  O  sweetheart  do; 
Darling,  I  love  you,  will  you  lie  true? 

Sweet,  withered  daisies,  treasured  more  than  gold, 
Bring  l)ack  to  mem'ry  those  sweet  days  of  old. 
When  we  together  strolled  through  forests  green. 
Gathering  daisies  growing  by  the  stream.— /rt//(rt». 


It  AinlNo  Ue 

Copyrlirht.  IWT,  by  J.  C.  Oroene  *  Co.— Word»  end  mitidc  hr  Hnran  *  Half. 
The  Hbroi  music  of  this  sohk  will  lie  sent  ti  any  aildrvss  f.'r  40  cents. 

»  »  m     ' 

White  folks  say  that  the  times  are  hard. 

But  niggers  never  worry,  trust  In  de  Lord; 

Have  no  trouble,  get  aplenty  to  eat. 

And  for  chicken  dinner  they  a'-can't  be  beat. 

I  went  last  night  to  a  chicken  c(K)p, 

Chickens  roosted  high,  didn't  have  to  stoop; 

No  matter  how  hard  the  times  may  be. 

Chickens  don't  a-come  too  high  for  me. 

Refrain. 
I'se  a  natural  born  reacher,  I'se  a  natural  born  reacber, 
I  do  love  my  chickens.  It  ain't  no  lie. 

1  took  my  babe  to  a  ball  one  night, 
A  coffee-colored  nigger  tried  to  start  a  fight; 
Says  I,  "  See  here,  Johnson,  don't  you  give  me  a  call,  ' 

'Cause  If  I'se  encouraged  I  will  Mean  out  this  hall." 
"  Do  you  mean,"  says  Johnson,  "  that  you'll  clean  out  the  place?  " 
He  called  for  soap  and  water,  shoved  a  mop  In  ma  face; 
When  I  got  through  a-scrubblng  I  was  tired  as  could  be, 
'Twas  the  cleanest  old  hall  you  ever  did  see. 

Refrain. 

I'se  a  natural  bom  cleaner,  I'se  a  natural  bom  cleaner, 

(Sot  the  best  of  reference,  it  ain't  no  lie. 

Went  out  the  other  night  for  to  shoot  some  crap. 
Expected  to  win  some  money  i)erhap8; 
Thought  those  coons  would  all  have  flta. 
When  I  proudly  siild  I'd  shoot  sl.x  bits.  - 

"Come  seven,    I  cried,  but  out  rolled  three. 
Said,  "  It's  all  un,  gemmen,  youse  done  cleaned  me; " 
"  What,  cleaned  already."  says  Liver  Lip  Jim, 
"  Why,  you  wasn't  very  dirty  when  you  first  came  In." 

Refrain. 

I'se  a  natural  born  gambler,  I'se  a  natural  born  gambler, 

I  must  have  l)een  h(X)dood,  It  ain't  no  lie. 

'Neath  a  great  big  tree  with  my  babe  I  sat. 
Tree  was  loaded  down  with  persimmons  so  fat; 
Had  my  arms  around  her,  she  was  making  goo  goo  eyes. 
And  she  says,  "Do  you  hear  how  this  tret?  moans  and  sighs?  * 
1  said  to  my  babe,  "  Now,  it's  a  very  plain,  | 

If  the  tree  moans  and  sighs  It  must  be  In  pain;  I 

If  you  were  as  full  of  persimmons  as  that  tree.  Stie, 
Why  it's  dollars  to  doughnuts  you'd  be  a  moanin',  too." 

Refrain. 

I'se  a  natural  born  Joker,  I'se  a  natural  bom  Joker, 

A  regular  Joe  Miller,  It  ain't  no  lie. 

Knew  a  man  by  the  name  of  Freeze, 

Among  the  gals  he  was  all  the  cheese; 

He  was  twice  as  frosty  as  his  name, 

And  he  looked  like  the  letter  that  never  came.      . 

Alas!  Poor  Freeze  pot  In  a  tight. 

Coons  pulled  their  razors  and  carved  him  right; 

They  parted  his  body  from  his  breath  somehow. 

And  he  cuts  no  Ice  where  he  is  now. 

Reprai.n. 
He's  a  natural  t)orn  freezer,  lies  a  natural  born  freezer. 
He'll  have  hot  doings,  it  ain't  no  He. 

Had  a  dream  the  other  night. 

Dreamed  I  was  climbing  up  the  golden  flight; 

Got  a  hustle  on  me,  d  dn't  want  to  l>e  late. 

There  sat  St.  Peter  at  the  golden  gate. 

" Hello,  Petel "  I  shook  fVhands  with  him; 

I'm  playing  with  the  'Creoles,'  and  I  want  to  go  in!" 

"  Cuts  no  Ice  with  a-whom  you  played. 

See  the  manager  and  have  a-your  card  O  K'd." 

Refrain. 
■  I'se  a  natural  bom  trouper.  I'se  a  natural  twrn  trouper. 
Done  got  a  turn  down.  It  ain't  no  lie. 

Kept  on  a-dreamlng  the  whole  night  through, 

'Cause  I  didn't  get  to  heaven  was  a-feelln'  blue; 

Found  a  bunch  of  money  lyin'  on  the  ground. 

Started  over  after  Susan  for  to  do  the  town. 

Came  to  cafe  and  I  went  in. 

Stepped  to  bar  and  I  called  for  gin; 

Was  Just  about  to  drink  it, 'twas  Just  my  luck, 

I  didn't  get  to  taste  it,  for  I  done  woke  up. 

Refrain. 
I'se  a  natural  born  dreamer,  I'se  a  natural  born  dreamer. 
Dream  hard  lack  stories.  It  ain't  no  lie. 
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Dora  Dean 


OoprrlClit,  IMM,  by  Broder  A  BcbUm.     BnglUb  eopyrlght  leearwl- 


AU  riffbts  reaerTMl. 


n*  fTerdi  and  Hiuie  of  this  Songt  arntngred  for  the  pUno,  will  be  Mat  to  any  ad- 
tfrwa,  poat-pald,  on  receipt  of  10  eenti:  or  tbie  and  aujr  two  other  Soiun  for  One  Dollar, 
&  Henry  jVWibmma,  UO  «  ISi  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  16  *  17  E.  Iladiwm  81,  Chtcaf  o. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  abore  addreaeea  for  Free  OataloinA  of  Boace,  Book  Booke, 
llieet  Muiie.  Qennaii  Bone  Books.  Letter  Writera,  Dream  Hooka,  Joke  Books,  eto. 


Word*  and  Haslo  by  Bert  A.  WUllama, 

'Way  down  In  Lon'eiana,  dat'a  wliere  ole  Slater  Hannali 

Bakes  the  cracklin'  bread  upoD  the  coale: 
With  her  dangbter  Dora  Dean,  who  le  my  dearest  qaeen — 

Oht  I  tell  yon,  boya,  she  ia  a  Inmp  of  gold. 
She  eoee  to  chnrch  on  Sanday,  yonMI  find  her  home  on  Mondtj, 

Helping  all  the  folka  the  bonae  to  clean; 
Their  home  It  looks  so  neat,  yoa'll  find  it  bard  to  beat, 

Tlie  way  It'e  kept  by  Dora  Dean. 

Cbobus. 

Oh  I  have  yon  ever  seen  my  Dora  Dean, 

She  is  the  sweetest  gal  yon  ever  seen; 

I'm  gwine  to  make  this  gal,  sweet  Dora,  qneeo— 

Next  Snnday  mora'  I'm  gwine  to  marry  sweet  Don  Deuu 

While  down  with  Sister  Holly,  we  all  did  feel  so  Jolly, 

Bach  one  tried  to  cat  a  pigeon  wing; 
When  np  jampcd  Dora  Dean,  who  said,  "  I  am  the  qaeeci 

I  can  beat  yon  in  a  dauce  for  anyibing." 
That  Jnst  snited  ole  Aunt  Dinah,  who  sang  a  tone  In  minor, 

Thinking  tliat  she  coald  the  mnsic  make, 
8o  we  started  in  to  teet,  to  see  who  was  the  beet, 

And  Dora  walked  off  with  the  cake.— CAortM. 


PlainLittleEveryDayGirl 


Oopyrigbt,  1898,  by  T.  B.  Harme  A  Oo.     EnglUh  oopyricbt 


All  rlchta  reaerred. 


The  Word!  and  Huilo  of  thli  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  ad- 
draas,  poet- paid,  on  receipt  of  10  cent*;  or  thia  and  any  two  other  Bonn  for  OneDoUar, 
br  Renrr  J.  Webrnan,  IW  A  1»  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  S6  ft  17  E.  Madiaon  Bl,  Chleaco. 
Write  to  eltlier  one  of  the  ab'ire  addreaeea  for  Free  Cataloffne  of  Bonfre,  Sonar  Books. 
■haat  Maalo,  Qerman  Sons  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka,  eta 


Worda  and  Muiic  by  William  Jerome, 


.y  steady  girl  Is  not  the  kind  they  sing  abont  nowadays, 
'ith  eyee  of  blue  and  golden  hair  that  poets  love  to  prsJM; 
e'a  not  aa  pretty  aa  a  picture  hanging  on  the  wall. 
For  if  she  was,  I'd  really  have  no  love  for  her  at  tlL 

RxrBAiN. 

S[y  girl  ia  a  plain  girl,  my  girl  isn't  prond, 
be^  just  what  yon'd  call  a  fair  looking  girl,  a  girl  that  wonid  pass  In  a  crowd ; 
She's  not  an  angel  from  heaven,  she'd  not  set  your  brain  in  a  WDlrl; 
Bbe'e  a  good,  bright,  all  right,  plain  little  every-day  girl. 

She's  JQst  the  kind  of  girl  to  make  yon  happy  all  the  while; 

She  never  makes  yon  jealous,  for  on  others  sne  won't  smile; 

A  little  dear,  good,  lioiiie-girl  of  the  sort  yon  read  abont. 

And  that's  the  reason,  all  the  time,  her  praises  I  must  sboat.— i?<^^n 

She's  pnre  gold,  eighteen  carat,  and  that's  good  enongh  for  me; 

She  never  puts  on  any  aire  like  otiier  glrle  yon  see; 

Her  heart  she  gave  me  long  ago,  and  Ibave  l>ought  the  ring. 

And  when  I  place  it  on  ber  finger  yoa  will  hear  me  sing:— Xe^roin. 


ON  THE  MALL 

IN    CENTRAL    PARK 


FOR    US   ALL 


Copyright,  ISM.  by  Qncel  Brothera.      All  rlRhta 


Tbe  Word!  and  Masic  of  thli  Sonir,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  ba  sent  to  any  a^ 
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Sheet  Moalc,  Oermao  Song  Bouka.  Letter  Writera.  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ata. 


Words  and  Moilo  by  W.  O.  Oavlea. 

»  e  *    I 

Two  frietida  quarrelled  one  day 

About  a  yoiing  girl  called  Marv; 
Tom  loved  her  dearly  and  Jack  did  the  i 

But  he  was  a  little  contrary; 
Mary  told  Tom  that  abe  loved  him  the  beat, 

And  premiaed  that  she'd  be  his  wife; 
When  Jack  beard  of  tlile.  In  a  passion  he  flew, 

Said;  "  Oar  friendship,  Tom,  ceases  for  lifsP* 

RxniAjH. 

'Don't  be  angry  with  me.  Jack,      . 

Because  I  have  won  Mary; 
Come,  let  as  l>e  friends  again; 
Don't  be  80  contrary; 
-      Ton  tried  to  win  her,  I  know; 
She  loved  me  best,  after  all; 
Shake  bands  and  be  friends,  and  remember," 
"  There's  a  girl  in  the  world  for  as  all." 


uM 


Said  Jack:  "Mi  go  away 

Since  you've  won  the  iieart  of  Mary." 
"Don't  go  away.  Jack,  for  I'm  still  your  friend; 

Why  are  you  so  awful  contrary; 
Soon  little  Mary  and  I  will  l>e  wed  ' 

In  the  church  that  stands  over  tbe  way; 
Now  promise  me.  Jack,  that  my  friend  still  yoo'll  be.' 

Tom  then  held  oot  his  band  and  did  say:— J^s/hiltt. 


Fitliin:  k  life':  Otlur  Siie 


Oopytteht,  HDOCCXCVLby  HenryJ.  WelimML      .    ^ 
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Words  by  If.  Maurioe,     Music  by  Ed.  Treamana. 

1    »  e  »     i 

Bv'rv  pleasant  afternoon,  on  the  day  of  reet, 

Hasbands,  wives  and  sweethearla,  dressed  up  in  their  best, 

All  go  oat  a-strolling  for  a  quiet  lark. 

And  listen  to  the  mnsic  on  the  mall  in  Central  Park. 

Chorus. 
Old  and  yonng,  ricli  and  poor,  hearts  tliat  swell  with  pride, 
While  the  band  is  playing,  strolling  side  by  side; 
When  the  snn  has  gone  to  rest  and  it's  Inet  growing  dark, 
Tlien  cnpid  shoots  his  arrow  on  the  mall  in  Central  Park. 

Bee  the  loving  conples  sit  'neath  some  shady  tree, 

Talking  o'er  the  fntare,  happy  as  can  t>e: 

Tbe  gi^d  tones  of  the  mnsic  awak'uiug  love's  first  spark, 

Ttasy  plight  tbelr  trotl)  tatfum  on  the  mall  in  Central  Park.— (7A0. 


Words  and  Muaio  by  Cbarlee  E.  Baer. 

1     *  s  ^    ■ 

In  the  world's  mighty  gall'ry  of  pictures 

Hang  the  scenes  that  are  painted  from  lift; 
The  picture  of  love  and  of  paeeion. 

The  picture  of  peace  and  of  strife; 
Tbe  picture  of  youth  and  of  beauty. 

Old  age  aud  tbe  binsliing  yonng  bride. 
All  hang  on  tbe  wall,  but  the  saddest  of  ali 

Are  tbe  pictnres  from  life's  other  side. 

Chorus. 

'TIS  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 

Some  one  who  fell  by  tbe  war, 
A  life  has  gone  out  with  the  tkie 

That  may  have  t)een  bappy  one  day. 
Some  poor  old  mother  at  home, 

Watching  and  waiting  alone. 
Longing  to  hear  from  the  loved  ones  so 

'Tu  a  picture  from  life's  other  side. 

The  first  scene  is  that  of  a  gambler. 
Who  has  lost  all  his  mofley  at  play. 

Draws  his  dead  mother's  ring  from  his  finger- 
She  wore  on  ber  wedding  aay; 

His  last  earthly  treasure  he  stakes  It, 
Bows  Ills  head,  that  Lie  ebaine  be  may  bide. 

When  they  lifted  his  head  they  found  be  was  dead, 
'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side.— CAoru*, 

Tbe  next  tells  a  tale  of  two  brothers, 

Whoae  patha  in  life  diff'rent  ways  led; 
The  one  was  in  luxury  living. 

The  oilier  one  begged  for  his  bread; 
One  dark  night  they  met  on  the  highway.  '. 

"Your  money  or  life  I  "  tlie  thief  cried. 
And  he  took  with  his  knife  hia  own  brother's  life, 

"Tie  a  picture  from  life's  other  side.— 6' Aonw. 

The  last  is  a  scene  by  tbe  river. 

Of  a  heart-broken  mother  and  babe, 
'Neath  tlie  harbor-lights'  glare  etanda  and  shlTBTB 

An  ontcaat  whom  no  one  will  save; 
And  yet  ehe  waa  once  a  true  woman. 

She  waa  Bometiody's  darling  and  pride. 
God  help  her,  ahe  leaps,  there  ia  none  to  weep, 

'Tis  a  picture  from  life's  other  side.- CAortM. 
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The  Cuban  Hero.1 

■  *•*  ■ '■  '■    ■-  ■'■' -  .^-^xjXr.. 

CtopyrlRht,  IIW,  by  THomM  J.  O'Douohae  and  R  T.  Parks.   Words  by  Tbomaa  J.  O'Donohue.    Masks  by  Riobard  L.  Wmtw.  P     ' 

The  word!  and  maale  of  this  eone.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  aent  to  any  artdreaa,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cvjite;  or  tliia  and  any  two  otfcer  toaga  for  One  Dollar. 

by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &.  132  Park  Row,  New  York,  or  85  &  87  E.  Msdigon  St..  CliicaKO. 
Write  to  tither  one  of  the  abore  addreaaes  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songa,  Song  Books,  Sheet  Music,  Germau  Bong  Booka,  Letter  Writera,  Dream  Booka,  Joke  Booka,  etc 


*  »  » 


While  standing  In  the  moonlight,  my  gallant  love  and  T, 
He  told  me  that  lie  loved  me,  and  then  he  said  good-bye; 
He  left  our  glorloas  country  to  free  the  one  oppresecd. 
And  the  Sure  and  Stripes  of  Liberty  I  pinned  npon  Lis  breul. 

Chobob. 
My  love  In  the  battle  fell,  fighting  for  liberty. 
He  joined  tlie  Cuban  heroes  to  set  their  conntry  free; 
He  Mseed  me  in  the  moonlight  before  he  Joined  the  rest. 
And  tlie  Stars  and  8tri|>es  of  Lil>erty  I  pinned  upon  bis  breaat. 


While  fighting  with  the  Spanlarda  he  was  always  In  the  forci 
My  lover  was  the  iiero  in  oattles  o'er  and  o'er; 
Twas  there  tiie  gallant  liero  of  great  athletic  fame, 
Qaye  np  his  life  for  freedom— shall  heroes  die  in  vain  f 

A  dozen  bullets  pierced  him,  bis  life's  biood  ebbed  away, 
I  know  I  love  you,  darling,  were  Iho  last  words  lie  did  aayi 
In  distant  liinds  of  siinsliloe  they've  laid  my  love  to  rest, 
And  the  Starn  and  Stripea  of  Lil>eriy  reposes  on  bia  breaist 


I 


il« 


N'T  LOVE  NOBODY 

■    »*m    I ■'■  .     1   -     .    ■  -         : ,  L -' 
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Born  down  In  Kentucky,  l|vcd  tliere  all  my  life, 
I've  l>eeii  very  lucky,  never  had  a  wife; 
Mighty  near  it  Sunday,  asked  a  coon  to  wed, 
Met  that  lady  Monday,  and  this  is  what  she  said: 

Cnoiius. 
.    I  don't  love  a  nobody,  uol>ody  loves  me, 
Tou're  after  my  n>ouey,  don't  care  for  me; 
I'm  gwine  to  live  single,  always  a  be  free, 
1  don't  love  a  nobody,  nolHxIy  lovee  nie. 


Went  out  promenading  down  on  Thompson  Street, 
Met  a  colored  laily,  smiled  on  her  so  sweet; 
Said,  ah  there,  my  honey,  thought  I  bad  her  de«d. 
When  I  tried  to  kisa  her,  why,  this  Is  what  she  said: 

CnoRus. 
I  don't  love  a  nol>ody,  nolxMly  loves  me. 
You're  after  my  money,  don't  care  fur  me; 
I'm  gwinc  to  live  single,  always  a  be  free, 
1  don't  love  a  ni>l>ody,  not>ody  loveK  me. 


WHEN  MISS  MARIA  JOHNSON  MARRIES  ME 


Copyright.  l&M.  by  Bpaulding  &  Qray. 
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Words  and  Music  by  Williams  and  Walker.    All  rights  reserved. 
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Tlicre's  a  gal  'way  down  in  Richmond  by  the  name  of  Ria  Johnson, 
She's  a  hot-stuff  culled  lady,  and  she  ranks  among  llic  'tones; 
There's  lieen  sev'ral  culliid  geninien  wlio's  lieen  suing  for  her  hand. 
For  she'M  »ach  a  lubly  creature  that  they  cannot  her  withstand. 
But  now  down  in  Coon  Hollow  tiiere  is  moaning,  don't  you  aee. 
For  I  proposed  to  Miss  Maria  and  she's  accepted  me. 

CnuHDs. 

Miss  Maria  Jolinson's  gwine  to  marry  me. 

Twelfth  of  next  Novenilter  the  wedding  gwine  to  t>e; 

Coons  have  i>een  Invited  'way  from  Georgia,  Just  to  see 

Miss  Maria  Johnson  when  she  marries  me. 

The  time  ain't  long,  the  lime  ain't  long 

When  this  great  event  Is  gwlue  to  happen,  don't  yoo  see. 
'    '        The  time  ain't  long,  the  time  uiu't  long 

'Till  Miss  Mnria  marries  me. 


It  will  be  the  swellest  wcddlr.g  ever  lield  in  Dixie  land,  , 

As  all  the  colored  p«>pulaliou  will  be  present  to  a  man;  I 

She  is  gwine  to  have  twelve  Itridesiiialds  Just  to  strew  the  flowers  ^tOQIld, 

We  will  hire  forty  carriages,  the  swellest  to  be  found, 

To  1)0  there  at  the  church  when  1  drive  np  with  my  bride. 

For  next  day  all  de  papers  gwine  to  tell  It  far  and  wide. 

Chorus. 

Miss  Maria  Johnson's  gwine  to  marry  me. 

Twelfth  of  next  Noveml>«r  the  wedding  gwInc  to  be; 

Coons  have  tieen  Invited  'way  from  (Georgia,  Just  to  aee 

Mtss  Maria  Johnson  when  she  marries  me. 

The  time  ain't  long,  the  time  ain't  long 

When  this  great  event  Is  gwine  to  happen,  don't  yon  sei 
The  time  ain't  long,  the  time  ain't  long 

'Till  Miss  Marlu  marries  me. 


Everything  Comes  tiHim  Who  Waits 
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The  good  things  of  Ibis  world  will  come,  let  every  one  have  Datlvnce; 

For  Instance,  look  at  brother  BUI,  who  looks  for  work  all  aay. 
While  looking  for  a  lob  one  day  a  chimney  fell  npon  him. 

And  as  they  dug  bim  from  the  rums,  somebody  beard  him  say: 

Chorus. 
"Bv'rything  comes  to  him  who  waits,"  Is  a  saying  old  and  true; 
if  I  wasn't  here  when  tiie  chimney  fell.  It  might  have  dropped  on  yon; 
I  look  liroke  up.  and  I  feel  It  too,  I'm  in  the  sorest  straits. 
But  now  I  am  sure  that  everything  comes  to  him  who  wails. 

While  looking  at  a  flgiit  one  day  between  two  big  'longshoremen. 
Dear  brother  Billy  Interfered,  to  make  them  friends  again. 

But  suddenly  they  turned  on  Bill,  and  gave  him  a  good  pounding. 
And  when  tliey  bad  him  nearly  dead.  Bill  aang  this  sad  refrain: 

CnoRirs. 
"Everything  comre  to  him  who  walls, "  is  a  saving  old  and  true; 
Wlien  I  interfered,  for  to  make  them  friends,  they  kicked  nie  black  and  bloe. 
8ln««  Bill  got  whipped  by  Iboae  (wo  big  men,  all  big  men  Billy  bates, 
1  BOW  M  la  ssre  that  everything  comes  to  bim  who  walUk 


Dear  Billy  had  a  girl  named  Nell,  she  was  a  reg'lar  corker;  i 

He  loved  her  to  his  heart's  content  whene'er  he  got  a  show;       ' 

One  night  she  told  him  to  look  nut,  for  her  "old  man  "  was  comtog, 
And  suddenly  the  "old  man  "  came  and  helped  dear  Willie  go. 

Chorus. 
"  Everything  comes  to  lilm  who  waits,"  Is  a  saying  old  and  true; 

Our  Willie  has  given  up  seeing  Nell  on  account  of  papa's  shoe; 
De  wanted  Nell  for  to  i>e  his  wife,  hut  waited  till  'twas  late. 
And  now  be  is  sure  that  everything  comes  to  hliii  who  waits. 

One  day  dear  Willie  grabbed  a  watch  and  quickly  got  to  fanning 
The  man  who  lost  the  watch  did  yell,  "  My  time  It  flies  away;    , 

A  fat  policeman  on  the  corner  saw  dear  Willie  coming. 
And  aa  be  landed  in  bia  arms  somebody  beard  him  say: 

Cbobds. 
"  Everything  comes  to  him  who  waits,''  Is  a  aaying  old  and  trne; 
If  I  wasn't  here  for  to  catch  ibis  man,  what  would  the  people  a«f 
Oh,  now  I'll  be  made  a  captain,  sure  I'm  great  among  my  mataa, 
And  now  I'm  sure  tha^  everything  comes  to  bim  who  waits. 


-'t-<i«i«^MHab^.E<_ 


THE  HIT  OF  THE  SEASON;    A  pretty  story  told  in  song  by  Chas.  Qraham,  author  ot 

My  Dad's  the  Engineer,*'  etc.    For  sale  at  all  music  stores. 
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GOOD  MORNING.  MISTER  POLICEMAN 
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Words  and  Music  by  CHAS.  QRAHAM. 
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THIS  IS  THE  CHORUS. 

CHORUS,     t^al/z  tempo. 
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TRY  IT  ON  YOUR  PIANO. 
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Good  Morning,        Mis  -  ter     Po  -  lice-man,. 
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I'm      not         a  -  fraid        of    you,. 
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-cause       you   wear      brass   but  -  tons And      a        u     -     ni  -  form        of      blue;. 
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Be  -  cause      you      are 


-r^ 


zt: 


teach-er 


says     she  likes  you,. 
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chil    -    dren   just         be  -  have      ihem-selves,      A    good  friend  in      you     they'll     find 
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ROSE,  SWEET  ROSE  I  I'M  A  GAY  SOilBREHE  ' 


Oevyrtcht,  UN,  bf  Oarleton,  Ckraiiash  A  Go.    BiiBiwb  eopyiicht  Moarad. 

•  >  ■      : 

AU  riffhta  remrved. 
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Word*  by  Qeorgr*  Dariaon  Button.    M aalo  by  Mary  DowHng  Satton. 


All  tb«  ennahlne  Is  brighter,  and  my  heart  is  liKliter,  I'll  tell  yon  why, 
I'm  lu  love  with  the  falreBt,  the  sweetear,  the  rarest  of  maldeni  ahy. 
Not  a  flower  that  KfowB  is  ae  dainty  as  Rose  is,  I'ye  boagbt  the  riuKi 
And  every  night  in  the  twilight  to  lier  I  Bini{, 
And  every  night  lu  the  twilight  to  her  I  etog: 

Chords. 

Ton  are  my  own  little  fairy,  oh,  Rose,  sweet  Rose; 

Sometimes  a  trifle  contrary,  Rose,  sweet  Rose; 

Ah,  but  you're  never  airy.  Rose,  sweet  Rose, 

Byes  that  are  blaeet  and  heart  that  is  truest,  my  Rose,  sweet  Rose. 

In  the  anmmer  when  skies  are  as  bine  as  her  eyes  are  we'll  wedded  be, 

In  the  old  church  where  often  her  glances  wonld  soften  when  turned  on  me. 

And  at  night  when  rettirniuc,  with  loving  heart  yearning,  I'll  sing  this  song, 

And  she  will  listen  for  me  all  the  glad  day  long. 

And  she  will  listen  for  me  all  the  glad  day  long.— CAortw. 

Delli  Lee,  les're  Feiliii  Me 

I    »  a  ^    I 
Oopyrlght,  isn,  by  Carleton,  CaTanaiih  Sc  Co.    Blncilab  oopyrl(ht  aacnred. 


All  rlgbta  rcaerved. 
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Words  by  Robert  RoblnsoD.    Mualo  by  Chaa.  RoUaaon 

■  a  » 

I've  lost  my  heart,  for  I'm  in  love  with  a  girl  that  I  adore, 
She'a  all  the  hohby,  she  dresses  so  nol>by,  admirers  she  has  by  the  score; 
Ton  couldn't  help  bnt  love  thin  girl,  for  she  has  such  winning  ways. 
And  every  time  that  I  greet  her,  these  words  to  her  I  sing: 

Cborcs. 

Delia  Lee,  von're  fooling  me,  now  don't  yon  ttaink  it's  wrong? 

I  love  yon  dearly  and  sincerely,  my  love  for  you  Is  stri>ng; 

Why  «lo  yon  tarry,  let's  go  and  marry,  happy  both  we  will  be, 

I'll  get  yon  a  home  and  we'll  live  there  aloue,  if  you  only  marry  me. 
Now,  Delia  Lee,  yon  can't  fool  me,  for  I  know  your  roguish  way, 
Ton're  quite  a  joHy,  bnt  that's  only  folly,  don't  wait  for  a  rai»y  day, 
Bnt  ]n8t  say  yes  and  I'll  do  the  rest,  to-morrow  you'll  have  the  ring. 
And  after  the  wedding  is  over,  no  more  these  words  I'll  slug:  -  Ofioru$. 


imiimii  OF  iiE  m  m 

LEFT   AT   HOIME 


CopyriKhi,  1W7,  by  (.'arletoD,  UaTaoagh  A  Co.    United  SUtss  and  Qraat  Britain. 

»  a  ■      

All  riKbta  reaerred. 
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Words  and  Musto  by  Harry  Howard. 

■  *  ■     

Twat  Jnst  before  the  battle,  a  soldier  stood  alone. 

His  ayes  were  fixed  on  something  In  hie  hand. 
'Twas  bnt  a  little  pictare  of  the  wife  be  loved  at  booM, 

And  their  baby  dear,  the  sweetest  in  the  land 
A  tear-drop  glistened  In  his  eye,  within  his  heart  there  lay 

A  prayer  to  keep  them  safe  where'er  he'd  roam; 
And  wh«D  hts  comrades  saw  him  thus,  they'd  whisper  soft  awl  say, 

"  He's  thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home." 

Rbtbaih. 

Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  heme. 
Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 
TblnUoB  of  the  welcome  sweet  when  again  in  peace  they'd  meet; 
Tolnkiug  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 

The  battle's  din  was  ended,  the  wounded  and  the  dead 

Lay  on  the  field  bathed  in  the  moon's  pale  light. 
Upon  a  comrade's  knee  the  dying  soldier  laid  his  head, 

Uutll  bis  soul  should  pass  to  scenes  more  bright. 
They  tried  with  hope  to  cheer,  as  they  spoke  In  whispers  low; 

But  far  away  his  thonglits  would  seem  to  roam. 
Thev  knew  bis  heart  so  faithful,  as  hia  breath  came  faint  and  Blow, 

was  breaking  for  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 

Rktraim. 
Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 
Thinking  of  the  dear  ones  left  at  home. 
Thinking  of  the  welcome  sweet,  when  in  paradlM  thayXI 
Tuaklac  of  tbs  dear  oaea  »f  t  ai  hona. 


■  *e^  ■  — 

Uoviyrtcht,  taes,  by  Oarletoa,  Oavaiiacb  *  Oo. 

■  *e*   ■ 


CopyricbttoraU 


All  rlgbU  reserrod. 
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Worda  and  Moaio  by  Bafford  Waters. 


On  the  poster's  vaudeville,  or  the  comic      'ra  bill, 
'Ton  can  always  find  my  name,  whenever  yon  will. 
For  I  m  really  quite  the  thing,  I  can  dance  and  I  can  sing. 
They  cannot  do  without  me;   If  yon  dare  to  don ht  me. 
Ton  do  not  know  about  me,  I'm  anch  a  gay  soobrette. 
Every  manager,  I  know,  wants  to  book  me  for  his  show. 
And,  of  conrse,  it's  awkward  when  I  mnat  answer  "not" 
Anything  Is  sure  to  go,  for  tbe  public  love  me  so; 
They  really  like  me  best  if  my  songs  are  snggestlTe, 
With  streaks  of  dancing  festive,  I'm  snch  a  gay  sonbretta. 

Cborcs. 
I'm  a  gay  sonbrette,  yon  see,  a  darling,  gav  sonbrette. 
All  the  Johnnies  are  in  love  with  me,  the  baldheads  deeiare  I'm  a  pet. 
Though  it  cannot  be  denied  that  I'm  a  sad  coquette;  f 

Still,  of  course,  that'a  only  natural,  becanse  I  am  a  gny  sonbrette.  I 

Spokkn  —  Some  people  think  eonbrettes  are  naughty— hut  inch  is  not  the  I 
—any  one  with  half  an  eye  can  see,  by  looking  at  me,  that  I'm  an  innocent, 
bashfnl  little  thing,  with  a  modest,  retiring  disposition,  and  I  can  break  any 
one's  face  who  says  l*m  not,  so  there  now  I— J?<p«a^  Chorui. 

I'm  devoted  to  my  art,  and  I  study  on  my  part 

Till  I'm  sure  the  critics  cannot  pnll  me  apart; 

For,  of  course,  it  la  the  trick  to  oe  natural  nnd  "chic," 

And  so  I  nail  my  verses,  for  snre  nothing  worse  is 

Than  slips  wlien  one  rehearses,  if  abe's  a  gay  sonbrette. 

Bv'ry  niuht  I  chance  to  play,  some  one  sends  me  a  bonqnet. 

Really,  I  can't  stop  him  If  be  will  be  a  jay. 

And  a  little  hid  to  dine,  which,  of  course,  implies  the  wine, 

For  glasses  gaily  clinking,  when  gooii  frh  nds  are  drinking. 

Just  suite  the  style  of  tbtiiklng  of  any  gay  sonbrette. — CKorus. 

SroKKN  (Uifitr  pretenti  bouquet  with  not*  attached) -[^Aorto  Voic«.]— 
Who'd  yon  eay?  that  young  man  over  there?  Oh!  isn't  he  just  too  sweet  (op«n« 
fu>f«  and  read*  if)  [alodd]  That's  all  right,  Johnny,  at  the  stage  door,  and  say. 
let's  go  to  Del's,  nothing  I  like  better  than  a  bottle  and  a  cold  bird.— A<p«a< 
Vhonu. 


JACK,  HOW  I  ENVY  YOU 
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Worda  and  Mnile  by  Barry  von  TUasr. 

■    ^  e  »    ■ 
Two  little  lads,  they  had  been  friends 

Ever  since  childhood  days. 
Until  one  day  they  met  a  fair  maid. 

An  angel  with  Charming  ways. 
Both  fell  In  love,  each  tried  to  win 

This  little  maiden  fair. 
But  sad  was  the  day  when  to  Tom  sbe  dM  m§ 

Words  that  sent  him  away  in  deapalr. 
Time  rolled  along.  Jack  won  her  hand, 

"Thus  does  the  story  run. 
Until  one  fine  day,  in  the  middle  of  May, 

At  the  altar  these  two  were  made  one, 
A  short  honeymoon,  they  returned  soon,    .  ' 

Jack  met  poor  Tom  one  day. 
Come,  brace  up,  lad,  wtiv  look  so  sad,    *' 

Then  Tom  nnto  Jack  did  say: 

Chords. 
Jack,  how  I  envy  yon;  I  envy  yon,  Jack,  yea  I  do; 
Ton  nave  won  her  fair  and  aqnare,  I  hope  that  she'll  alwaya  be  tme. 
I  wish  yon  Inck,  old  pal. 

Here  is  my  hand  on  it,  too; 
I  am  not  mad  'cause  she  loved  yon,  my  lad. 
Bat  I  envy  yon.  Jack,  yes  I  do. 

Happy  were  they.  Jack  and  hia  wlfa, 

Until  one  fatal  day. 
Sickness  came  'long,  and  thoogb  Jack  was  ftrong, 

It  took  his  young  life  away. 
Wife  at  the  grave,  now  she  did  rava. 

She  knew  nnt  what  to  do. 
Then  'I'oni  comes  along,  and.  In  voice  clear  and  strong. 

Says,  Sweetheart,  Bv  own,  I'll  marry  yon. 
Years  have  rolled  by  since  they  were  wed. 

They  now  have  children  fonr. 
Bal)e  cries  at  night,  mamma  and  papa  fight. 

And  papa  has  to  sleep  on  tbe  floor; 
Tom  now  loolcs  back,  thinks  of  poor  Jack, 

Passing  his  grave  each  day. 
Stops  with  a  sigh,  tear-l>edimmed  eye, 
And  tbeae  few  worda  be  will  aay: 
Cbortts. 
Jack,  how  I  envy  yon;  I  envy  you  Jack,  yea  I  do. 
Ton  are  past  all  tronbl   now  gladi    I'd  change  plaM  wMBk  \ 
How  happy  yoo  most  be, 
I  once  waa  happy,  too, 
Toa'ra  far  away,  I'll  be  with  yo* 


flor  I  aavT  yon.  Jack,  yaa  I  do. 
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•  OldaikMi 

•  LttUaoDMathoM* 
T  Old  bUek  Jo* 

•  Honm,  awea*  hoow 
f  LArlKMrd  watah 

M  lUny  ean  iMlp  cut 

U  KOlmratj 

Vt  Bm  tlwt  mj  wmnft 

U  OnuMlfUbe A  eloek 

U  BmiiMC*  "latiabj- 

U  llM  hup  that  onoe  aii«>  fattk't  h*Ik 

M  MJrooantiT.  tisoCttiM 

IT  Sweet  f onret-me-DO( 

U  Where  wm  Moms  whMithell^t  w«it 

tt  Ifeaer  lise  [eatt 

W  Write  me  « letter  from  heme 

II  BeMtlful  tale  of  Che  na 

tt  Old  folks  «t  home  (SuaoMllbbW) 

B  OooM  back  to  Erin 

M  Sweet  bT»«iid-bT« 

m  ih  pretty  red  nM 

M  wiMft,I&iiin» 

V  Katie's  seeret 

M  Yoatl  remember  ma 

■  Rocked  in  the  cradle  efOMdaey 
II  Kathleen  llaToumeen 

n  t  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  mav^  halls 

■  Wearing  of  the  srreen 

B  When  yon  and  iwere  jtnag,  Mactte 

M  OoCtace  br  the  eea 

a  We  parted  bj  the  river  *le 

B  When  I  saw  sweet  NelUe  hooM 

•7  Sweet  spirit,  hear  mj  pnyar 

B  Last  rose  of  Smnmsr 

■  ataamas  CBrien 
MEdtoof  Krin 

M  male's  secret 

B  Or  any  other  iiisii    Hliin  ji 

«S  feaanotoallharmothv 

M  Woold  I  were  with  thar 

B  Poor  old  alare 

B  Ombt  social  club 

IS  Cttmneriand "screw 

B  Tika  thk  letter  to  ny  I 

B  A  model  lore  letter 

B  Female  i         , 

B  How  to  kiasal 

B  Dublin  baj 

B  ni*  wife's  oommaadmeats 

B  nie  hosbaad's  oomraandu 

B  Bnlea  for  bomnkera 

B  Little  old  loff  cabin  In  the  laaa 

m  Bariiara  Friet«hie— Rkraimni 

■  Miuchlnc  throoch  Oeoiyia 
B  Wbaa  I  was  a  lad— Pinafbra 
B  WhkMin  the  oottaca  br  tteSM 
B  Dancing  In  the  bank 
B  lira  In  the  irtata 
B  Wanderia*  reCocw  '.     :        -^ 
U  Blii»«7edlfell7 
B  Minstrel  b^ 
B  Lstter  In  the  eandl* 
•7  niai  S|iaii|iliii1  hsnnar 
B  Danrlrig  on  the  crass 
B  Haut  bow'd  down 
n  Take  back  the  heart 
n  Tlie  watennlll— r 

CVuled  coat  of  blna 
Hold  the  fort 

11  DarmnleahtoodoadaBitaaiaooafedaek 

W  Little  barefoot 

n  My  old  Kentucky  bema,  cood-nlcU 

It  Homeasaln 

fl  nou  art  so  near  and  rat  ao  Car 

B  Sword  of  Bunker  HiU 

B  OAoa  nilea 

B  Gray  hairs  of  my  mother 

B  Oood  Rhine  wine 

B  ru  be  aU  smilea  to-nlrht,  k>v» 

B  You're  been  a  triendto  me 

SUiten  to  the  mocUncr-binl 
When  the  com  is  warlnff,  Annie 
8  She  never  blamed  him,  never 
surer  threads  amonir  the  sold 
B  Little  rvbhL  teU  Kitty  I'm  oominc 
B  Btac  tlito  bell  softly  tnere'a  crape  on  the 
B  ^^lost  flaoghable)  [door 

B  Hot  brtent  smile  hannts  me  stUl 
B  Sunday  nlarht  when  the  paitert  toU 
B  Oypay'a  warning 
B  Anchor's  welffhed 
r  Sbbo  behindthe  hlU 
B  Swinfflnc  In  the  lana  i 

B  iberidan^rlde— RacaTAi 
IB  We  met,  twaa  in  a  crowd 
W  BUeen  Allanna 
IB  TIs  bat  a  Uttle  faded  flower 
IB  Touch  the  harp  a^tly,  my  praByltfoln 
—  Olrl.I  left  behind  me 
Buttercup 


IBUttIa 

mw»m 


MT  OuTT  me  back  to  old  Virirlnny 

IB  Roass  underneath  the  Miow 

IB  Kitty  Weils 

Ul  BUly's  appeal  to  hia  ma 

Ul  When  the  swallows  homawnrd  By 

in  Old  man's  drunk  acaln 

US  Two  Orphans  (Brooklyn  theatre  An) 

lU  Amber  treasea  tied  In  hloa 

IB  Pretty  aa  a  pictare 

IB  I  am  waiting,  Bisie,  d 

llT  Three  pertAed  In  tlte 

Ul  Hiirhthlnta 

IB  TUe  me  back  to  home  and  mother 

IB  Oome.  A  by  my  ride,  little  dartlnc 

IB  Dai  ma,  mother,  klsi  your  darUnc 

IB  Bla(enoo  the  Bnine 

IB  A  flower  from  my  ancel  i 

aOldlof  cahlnontlMiua 
Croppy  boy 

la  are  out  ttxiay 
brldca     ^^ 


UO  Oomln*  tliroaff  h  the  rya 

m  Most  we  then  meet  I 

IB  BaMea  on  our  I 

U3  Brenaen  on  the  ltoar> 

IB  BUdmore  fancy  baU 

US  Hallway  door 

IB  WherethegrassRKOwai 

137  DarlioK  Bessie  ortbe  lea 

IB  Klas  behind  the  door 

IS  III  remember  you.  1ot%  ia  my  vnj^lt 

IM  Mary  of  the  wild  Moor 

Ul  Old  wooden  rocker 

IB  ipeak,  only  speak 

liS  IJancing  around  with  Chaitia 

lU  MThere  art  thou  now,  my  beloradl 

U6  MoUie,  darling 

IM  Tou  may  look,  but  you  muahit  touch 

Ul  My  daughter,  Julia 

IB  Raffle  for  the  store 

IM  Balm  of  OUead 

UO  There's  always  a  seat  In  the  parlor  for 

161  Driven  from  home  '"oa 

Ul  I've  no  mother,  now  I'm  a  snilin 

US  Pull  for  the  shore 

IM  Nearer,  my  Ood,  to  Thas 

ise  Oood  news  from  home 

IM  Fisherman's  daughter 

IG7  Shells  of  ocean 

Ul  Mssna's  tat  the  cold,  eeld  graoad 

IM  Say  a  kind  word  whan  you  oaa 

UO  Cure  for  scandal 

1«1  Twilight  coteri* 

IB  Strangers  yet 

Its  Castiee  in  the  air 

IM  Dear  Uttle  shamrock 

IB  I  cannot  sing  the  old  aoBM 

Em  N<nah  O'Ned 

1(7  Waiting,  my  darling,  for  thaa 

IB  BoaeoiTrake 

IM  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Klldara 

170  I'm  lonely  since  my  mother  died 
m  Dronkara'i  lone  child 

17t  Tenting  on  the  old  camp  graoad 

173  OlovelirtaUon 

174  Whip  flirtation 

178  Slave's  dream 

176  Dont  yon  go,  Toauny,  doatgo 

177  Sweet  Kvangeline 

171  Oood-bye  at  the  door 

179  'TIS  hard  to  give  the  hand  where  the 
UO  Willie,  we  have  missed  yon  [haart,atai 
m  IMn's  lovely  home 

US  Over  the  hilL:  to  the  pooT'hoaaa 

US  Twmty  years  ago 

IM  PadJbr's  land 

IB  Dont  be  angry  with  ma,  darilac 

IM  Old  village  school  on  the  grsaa 

U7  Woodman,  qiare  that  tree 

IM  Barbara  FHetchle— BBTiTHW 

IM  Dullng  Minnie  Lse 

IM  Hatfliitatton 

in  ruiflirtattoB 

IB  Flee  as  a  bird  to  yoor  mountain 

US  Oood-bye,  Annie,  darling  (SnochArdeo) 

IM  Why  dibl  she  leave  himf 

IB  A  quiet  Uttle  home 

IM  Thou  hast  learned  to  lore  another 

IfT  MaiT  of  Argyle 

IB  NU  Denerandum 

IW  Sweet  mghland  Mair 

no  Bvening  amusement  Oangtiafale) 

Ml  Day IpUyed baM ball  [own 

m  Remember  you  have  ehfldren  of  your 

ns  There's  none  I''::  a  mother  if  ater  so 

tot  Tou  were  ta)'^bu>.^CafBtra     [poor 

M6  Sweet  Mar'.M  Qordok 

IM  Tanyard  ade 

107  Belfi  of  Shandon 

n*  Old  log  oaUn  in  the  dell 

m  Whisfwr  sofUy,  mother^  dying 

no  Erin's  green  snore 

ni  WiU  you  love  me  wheo  I'm  old 

ni  DouMUrMid  Ooopar 

ns  OathertngdiellsbytliaseaslMra 

tU  UtUe  Rosebud 

ns  By  the  sad  sea  wares 

ni  Oome  into  the  garden.  Maud 

n7  Harp  and  shamrock  of  Erin 

ni  Where  there's  a  wiU  there's  a  ^ 

ni  Ood  bleas  my  boy  at  sea 

tw  Annie  lAurie 

01  Mac's  and  the  O's 

IB  Sherman's  march  to  the  sea 

BS  Lamentation  of  Jamas  RodgM  ' 

SU  Oome,  birdie,  coma 

BS  Now  I  lay  me  down  to  I 

Bl  Ever  of  thee 

B7  NorahMcShaaa 

IB  Love  among  the  roasa 

B»  ShamosO'&lsn— BacBaaoB' 

IM  DerDeitchergal 

Bl  No  Irish  need  apply 

Bl  Old  arm  chair 

BS  Tim  Flaherty    > 

IS4  Wesatby  therirar  -oaaadl 

BS  I  lore  muslo 

BO  Sweet  Oenevleva 

B7  When  the  flowers  Cau  aBiM  • 

SB  FUrick  Sheehaa 

IB  Sailor's  grave 

«•  Pretty  maid  mllkta^  har  aoM. 

au  Kentucky  Rose 

BS  Fanner's  daughter 

MS  Oh,  dem  golden  slip 

IM  Inihe mor  '      '     ' 

MB  Nobody's  . 

SB  Poor,  but  a  genUemaa  still 

M7  Somebody's  mother— RacnAOoa 

MS  Birdie,  darUng 

MO  Nobody's  darling  tut  mlna 

BO  Rock  me  to  sleep,  m-itbar 

SSI  Put  my  little  shoes  »wBy 

Mt  Darling  NeUy  Oray  [bdl 

BS  Somebody's  coming  whan  thitdawdruiM 

B4  I  left  Ireland  and  mothor  beoanae  we 

SH  Uttle  brow3  lug  [war 

IB  BenBoit 

107  Oood-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bys 

MO  Jirin  !■  itiv  h<wTMi 


n  golden  sUppera 

noming  by  the  brlgbftHiM 
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KatM  Aroumeen 

Sadie  Ray 

Bardo<  Amaarh 

Hodi,  my  darlings,  do  aot 

Fatriek'a  day  parade 

Poor  Fat  mnM  emigraM 

Speak  to  me,  speak 

Darling,  I  will  come  agala 

Brtoht«yed  Uttle  NciTor : 

Hail,  Oolnmbia 

Uttle  footBteps 

Tim  Flnnegan's  waka 

McDonnel's  old  tin  root 

Scotch  lassie,  Jean 

Bat  me  father  wore 

Banks  of  sweet  Dundee 

I've  only  been  down  to  the  atak 

Daaoe  me  on  your  knee 

KlM  me  again 

Emmet's  "Love  of  the  shamrook'* 

Vacant  chair 

Sweet  sonny  Sooth 

Our  good  ship  sails  t»«ilcU 

Jersey  Sam 

Come  home,  fuhar 

U«Se  Maggie  May 

OaBkle.MSclaL 

Molly  Bawn  -    - 

Midd  of  Athena 

Bailie  in  onr  aller^^-  -  - 

I'm  sittiiur  on  tha  sMIa.  lUfy 

Poor ^dNed  - , 

Doridns*  night 

Man  in  the  moon  Is  looking,  lora 

When  the  flowing  Ude  comae  in 

Dont  give  up  tha  old  Iitonds  tor  the 

Broken  down  [i 

Marriage  beUa 

Hare  I  not  been  kind  to  thaal 

Flowers  will  come  in  May 

AwfuUr  clever 

Mr  Uttle  one's  waiting  for  mo 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  lora  a«ida 

Batcher  boy 

There's  somebody  waltlag  Cor  aa 

Are  you  there.  Moriari^ 

I'se  gwlne  back  to  Dlzla , 

BlddiaJaneMcCana 

Isle  de  BlackweU 

Where  are  the  friendaot  my  yoMkt 

Singing  on  the  root 

Five  cent  shave 

Hen  convention 

Red,  white  and  bloo 

Old  oaken  bucket 

Uttto  sweetheart,  come  and  klM  ■• 

My  dream  of  love  Is  o'er 

TSMralldolt 

OMLhome  alnt  what  ft  used  to  bo 

yrSSmtb»  monnHght  f alio  oa  waBr 

WoTCSMFHta^mytaaarttoChoo 
Amorleaa  national  Qnard 
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Bl  Lore  lettera  [shamrock  growa 
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SRoU  on,  silver  moon 
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BS  Down  among  the  daUea 
B7  Down  by  the  old  miU  stre 
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Bl  Battle  ciT  of  freedom 
UO  Home  nue  for  Ireland 
Ml  RkUng  on  the  elerated  railroad 
Ml  VnienMcOormick  rules  the  SM' 
MS  Sweet  chiming  bells 
■ULeriKaariday 
MS  I  want  to  see  the  cotton  iUlds 
lU  Watts  with  me 
M7  Meet  ny  by  moonUght  i 
Ml  Do th^mlss me athoi 
Ml  Lather  and  share 

SB  stokes*  verdict  (Jim 
Ml  Lardy  dah 
B4  De  golden  wedding 
BS  Mr  mother-in-law 
BOWbat  should  mal 
B7  DearltaUaagiri 

e  Banks  of  Brandywtna 
Old.  and  only  In  the  way 
BOBtetaetofearth 
Bl  Writealetterto  my 
Bl  TeUow  rose  of  Texas 
BS  When  my  ship  cornea  la 
BO  One  pound  two 
MS  We  have  met.  loved  and 
Ml  Bummer'a  hotel 
B7  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  BOW  ^ 
Bl  I  shall  aerer  be  nappy  agalB 
BO  Soldier'afareweU 
tn  Old  kitchen  floor 
m  Sweet  BellaMahone 
171  My  dearSaraaaah 
S7S  Hliy'Bailow 
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fTS  Dwendy-aeren  omM 
•71  Aatar^nli^fora-. 
•77  Lo^ed  out  after  nine 
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Ml  ToaOl  mlM  mo  when  ragt 
Bl  SonoCagamboUer 
■BOoldenatair 
BS  Toor  Uttle  Uaa  lovasyoa 
IM  American  boy 
SM  Tou  get  more  Uka  yoor  dad 
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Sweet  Aleeu 

Old  Sexton 

PuU  down  the  b»M 

Do  they  think  of  ^«atl 

TeU  me  where  myBra'a 

Barbara  Allan 

tba  longahoremea'astrtke 

Bonnie  sweet  Bea^  tka  maid 

Bathing  aong 

Carrie  Leo 

One  wide  rlrer  to  eroM 

Moon  la  out  to-night,  lore 

DerU's  in  New  Jersey 

Rambler  from  Clare 
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Boya,  keep  away  from 
Phantom  lootauns 
Bonny  bunch  of  rosea 
PatRoach  at  the  play 
Doraa'saas 
Banks  of  Oandy 

What  are  the  irild  war 

Her  front  name  la  Mannar 

Sweet  Erelina 

Behind  thoaoenKs 

Qoamlraft 

Dont  put  the  poor  woi 

Qroiakeen  lawn 

I  had  but  fifty  cents 

rm  tearing  now  the  ukUMfci 

IrlriiMoUy,Ol 

Ring  my  mother  wore 

nieHlackbird 

Little  cheny  bloasom 

Wlat,  wist,  wist 

A  rlolet  from  mother'* 

Nelly- 
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4M  A  handful  of  torf 
4M  aeauti  of  Umarh* 
4B  Mia.  Knadyladaaghtar 
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4B  Twinkle,  twtakia,  Uttle  alw 
UO  In  happy  momaaU 
4M  HI  Jenny,  ho  Jenny  Jot 
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US  Down  in  a  eoal  miaa 

4U  Dmnkard%  dream 

4H  JooBowars 

4U  Tberel  a  flna  ildp  OB  the  eer«a 

4ST  PntmotnmylltUebed 

4M  Uttia  old  hooae  on  the  Rhino 

4U  BtolmklaMoarotheswaaiaB  ':. 

on  The  brave  hnnars 

-"  Tirtln    Hlig  iitlntij  Ttiiffii^ 

4C}  PtlUUa  your  own  eauoo 

48S  WItliln  a  mile  of  Edinboro'  t<>wB 

SUOaM^ajkr 

4B  Aikanaaw  Uaralsr 

4M  Orant'atrtparoand  thaverid 

ilT  Okl  leather  braoehaa 

4B  Rocky  road  to  DubUa 

Mt  Tompikefate 

4T0  Uttle  old  Oermaa  home aer  wtbaan 

471  Beautiful  giri  of  KOdara 

47S  Baby's  got  a  tooth 

473  My  poor  heart  U  and  wltk  Its  • 

474  Palfitof  straw 
47E  Low-baek'd  car 

471  ToorlaaslewiUbal 

4T7  lade  oronlng  by  de  moonUghl 

4TI  When  theae  old  dothaa  war*  new 

471  Dp  at  Jonea'  wood 

4M  Beaton  burglar 

4n  TheOampbeUaaraoi 

4M  Tou  never  miaa  tha  l 

4B  Bonnie  EloUa 

4U  River  Roe 

4B  Murder  in  Oohoea 

4B  PoorUtOtoJoe 
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4B  The  banJo  ikow  hangaaOintont 

4B  WattUirthoekmdBraUby 

4M  Over  the  garden  waU 

on  Pm  a  man  you  doot  awaO  m  rmrf  day 

on  Hue  "—"—  monntalM 

OB  Ckanning young  widow! I 

4M  Black^^vif  taiw 

OMtoantah  cavalier 

4M  Oare  of  Bonaparto 

oroiddogftigr^ 

IB  Juanita 

OB  MooaU^t  on  tha  Uka 

Ml  ^^at^tttartlaaetaaM 

MO  Manatllaahymn 

IB  OodaarothaQueea 

M4  RoUing  home  b  tha  moc^ 

BSIforarloaaaatokyra 

fU  Cboar,  boy^^atr 

MfDtzie'BUnd 

UO  Mother  aaya  I  aHMtat 

BO  roDowOatkiokallkama 

•U  Watch  on  the  BUao 

SU  Akickofmothar'akBip 

SU  BlcpdatkaoeidacaOtka4* 

SU  Vlrglnla?osshad 

014  BadroMa 

SU  Ooapoltrala 

SU  Wo.iro»tgohaMallB 
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We  will  send  10  of  the  above  Songs,  your  selection,  for  10  cents;  80  for  26  cents;  60  tar  40  cents;  100  for  76  cents,  or  lOOO 
for  $6.  ty  Bemember  we  will  not  send  leas  than  10  of  these  Songs  by  mail  Be  sure  to  order  Songs  by  their  numberB  only.  We  wiD 
••end  the  sheet  music  of  any  song  on  this  page,  arranged  for  the  piano,  words  and  music  combined,  for  40  cents  per  copy,  or  8  copies  for  $1« 

AddreM  all  orders  to  HEITBT  J.  WEHMAV,         Pag^  Row,  New  York  Glt^. 
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«(|HMAiLs  CARD  6AHES,  and  How  It  May  Thtm. 


PRICE,  lO  CENTS. 

'T*HIS  \a  a  new  and  bandy  edi- 
'  lion,  Including  all  tbe  prin- 
ple  and  popular  card  games, 
suck  as  Napoleon,  card  domi- 
noes, wliiBt,  short  whist,  dummy 
whist,  cribbage,  vingt-et-un,  loo, 
nil-fours,  etc.  With  tliis  valun- 
ble  book  and  guide  at  hand  you 
will  be  enabled  to  pass  awny 
many  a  long  evening  in  a  pleas- 
ant and  agreeable  manner,  which 
woiild  otherwise  he  dull  and 
tiresome.  Neatly  bound  in  col- 
ore<l  cover.  Price,  by  mail, 
postpaid,  Ten  Cents. 


wEMHAM-s  CHEMICAL  WONDERS 


FOR  Hone 

BXHIBITION. 


PRICE,   lO  CENTS. 


Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten 


TTHIS  book  gives  careful  dlrec- 
'  tions  for  a  great  variety  of 
Instructive  and  interesting  experi- 
ments in  chemistry  for  home  and 
school  entertainments,  with  a  list 
of  the  articles  required  for  the 
purpose  and  directions  for  their 
purchase.  There  Is  perhaps,  no 
other  study  so  Interesting  and 
proiluctive  of  wonders  as  chemis- 
try. Even  our  oldest  and  most 
experienced  professors  will  dis- 
cover S')mething  new  each  day. 
Some  students  have  made  discov- 
eries, and  by  putting  them  to 
practical  use  have  gained  a  com- 
petency. Neatly  and  substan- 
tially bound  in  colored  cover. 
Cents. 


wtHMAN-s  ITILETIG  EXERCISE  '^A%*J7&N<m.. 


'I  ■: 


wEHiAN's  BOXINQ  MD  WRESTLINa. 

PRICE.  lO  CENTS. 

'HIS  is  a  treatise  on  the  subject  of  themanlv  art  of  self-defense, 
which  every  manor  boy  should  have  a  knowledge  of.     All 

the  details  are  plainly 
set  forth  in  a  manner 
calculated  to  instruct 
and  enlighten  those 
who  never  before 
wrestled  or  met  in  a 
fistic  encounter.  Many 
amateurs  have  become 
celebrated,  and  noted 
professionals  have 
gained  both  fame  and 
fortune  by  following 
the  rules  and  doctrines 
so  clearly  given  in  this 
book.  Every  detail  is 
given  as  to  the  various 
positions,  likewise  the 
modes  of  attack,  de- 
fense, and  instructions 
on  training.  Thor- 
oughly illustrated,  well 
p  iitUil  and  bound.     Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 

Clean  and  unused  one  or  two-cent  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash  for  all  our  publica- 
tions. Parties  ordering  from  foreign  countries 
should  remit  by  Post-Offlce  Money  Order. 


paid.  Ten  Cents. 


PRICE,  to  CENTS. 

CULL  directions  aie  given  in 
*  this  book  for  training,  walk- 
ing, running,  leaping,  using  I 
dumb-bells  (both  English  and  i 
French  style),  tlie  proper  use  of 
Indian  clubs,  etc.  Atliletic ezer- 
cisea  are  s<nnething  of  importance 
to  every  boy  or  growing  young 
nmn.  Tliey  liave  been  adopted 
by  all  the  leading  colleges  in  the 
universe  and  prounced  a  health 
pnKiuctive  factor  by  all  the  lead- 
ing professors  This  book  will 
teacii  the  weak  to  become  strong, 
and  those  who  arefitrong  to  lie- 
come  stronger  still.  It  is  well 
printed  and  lK>and,  and  fully 
illustrated.  Price,  by  mail  post- 


"^H"*"-*  FIELD  SPORTS  FOR  DOTS. 

PRICE,  10  CENTS. 


pXERCISE  of  every  kind  is 
■-'  intended  to  develop  and  not 
fag  the  body,  and  especially  Is 
this  the  case  when  muscular  rec 
reation  is  taken  early  in  the  day, 
when  a  lad  has  to  face  his  school 
duties,  or  a  young  man  the  work 
of  business  for  many  hours  af-  > 
terwards.  This  book  teaches) 
©ne  how  to  exercise  properly.  U 
contains  rules  and  regulations 
for  the  popular  game  of  hare  and 
hounds,  prisoner's  base,  hockey, 
leap  frog,  pole  leaping,  trap,  etc. 
Fully  illustrated.  Well  printed 
and  bound  in  colored  cover. 
Price,  by  mail,  postpaid.  Ten 
Cents. 


'tSSSm  ITHLETIC  BIJES  OF  SKILL. 

PRICE,   lO  CENTS.  ^ 

IN  this  book  will  be  found  full  Instructions  for  tbe  nmes  of  | 
■     bowling,  raguet  and  fives,  skittles  (both  Dutch  and  French), 
the  Scotch  game  of  golf,  etc.     Also  athletic  feats  with  the  sword. 
The  games  In  each  branch  are,  as  far  as  possible,  progressively 


arranged  and  thoroughly  Illustrated,  so  that   proficiency  may  be 
attained,  even  without  the  personal  instruction  and  supervision  of  ' 
a  teacher.     Wellprinted  and  bound  In  colored  cover.     Price,  by ' 
mall,  postpaid.  Ten  Cents. 
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6th  and  7th 

BOOKS  i  MOSES 


Priot,  Ont  Dollar  p>r  Copy ;  or  3  Copits  for  Two  Dollars. 
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M^ical  SM-«(t 


IRANSLATES  under  our  personal  supervision  Into  the  English  language,  and  pub- 
lished by  us  for  the  first  time.  With  exact  copies  of  over  One  Hundred  and 
Twenty-Five  Seals,  Signs,  Emblems,  etc.,  used  l»y  Moses,  Aaron,  Israelites, 
Egyptians,  etc.,  In  their  astonishing  magical  and  other  arts,  including  tlio 
period  of  time  covered  by  the  Old  and  New  Testaments.  This  wonderful  translation  is 
of  (Treat  importance  to  the  Christian,  Deist,  Jew  or  Gentile,  Episcopalian  or  Roman 

Catholic,  and  dissenters  of  every  denomination.  The 
extracts  from  the  old  and  rare  Mosjiic  Books  of  the  Talmud 
and  Cabala  are  invaluable.  This  book  gives  the  use  of  the 
Psalms  for  tlie  bodily  welfare  of  man  by  tlie  eminent  trans- 
lator, Godfrey  Seliq.  Moses,  the  great  lawgiver  of  Israel, 
wroto  the  first  five  books  of  Holy  Writ.  These  are  gener- 
ally known  as  the  Five  Books  of  Moses.  It  is  believed,  and 
known  to  comparatively  few,  tliat  there  were  two  more 
nAAu  A  boolca  written  oy  him,  Known  as  the  Sixth  and  Seventh 

KIIII|K^  Books  of  Moses.   To  these  we  wish  to  draw  your  attention. 

P^wwIbW  Writing,  manuscripts,  etc.,  of  precious  worth  have  existed 

for  ages  past  that  could  be  traced  to  the  time  of  Mo.ses,  but 
fewer  these  have  been  publislied.  excent  In  small  fragments. 
This  Is  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  the  high  priests, 
clergy,  and  heads  of  various  religious  bodies  were  unwlUhig 
that  the  people  should  be  given  those  deeper  mysteries, 
b3lng  fearful  of  losing  their  hold  on  them.  Another  reason 
is  that  it  was  feared  the  hiformation  would  be  used  for 
unlawful  purposes.  It  is  scarcely  ixwsible  tliat  Moses  con- 
fined his  literature  to  the  first  five  books  of  the  Bible,  If  we 
take  into  consideration  the  lengthened  i)eri(xi  of  his  life  and 
changes  of  his  association.  We  find  in  Acts  7:22  that  Moses 
was  learned  in  wisdom  of  the  EgjT)tians  until  his  fortieth  year.  He  acquired  during 
his  residence  at  the  Court  of  Pharaoh  many  Egyptian  arts  in  his  constJint  Intercourse 
wltli  learned  men.  He  became  adept  in  those  magical  arts  practiced  by  them.  We 
And  In  Exodus  7:11  Moses  cast  his  rod  before  the  King,  which  became  a  serpent, 
Pharaoh  sent  for  his  magicians,  who  also  cast  down  their  rod.s,  which,  by  their 
enchantments,  also  became  BejT)ents.  Few  persons  have  not  some  belief  in  these 
strange  and  of^tentimes  unexplained  influences  that  seem  to  surround  us  through  life 
for  good  or  evil,  and  It  Is  honestly  thought  that  the  study  of  this  work,  the  Sixth  and 
Seventh  Books  of  Moses,  will  be  a  source  of  happiness  and  prosperity  to  millions.  The 
fanatic  may  say  that  this  publication  will  foster  superstition,  but  the  enlightened  and 
unprejudiced  will  perceive  that  the  translation  Into  the  English  language  will  certainly 
be  more  servIceaDle  than  all  previous  productions,  wiilch  were  only  circulated  in 
abstract  form,  and  sold  at  extortionate  prices.  In  regard  to  this  edition,  the  so-called 
Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Moses,  which  have  for  several  centuries  attracted  the  popu- 
lar faith,  are  In  accordance  with  an  old  manuscript  and  given  word  for  word.  We 
guarantee  that  not  one  syllable  has  been  added.  To  the  publisliers  of  Germany  must 
Be  given  the  credit  of  having,  at  an  enormous  expense,  collected  these  invaluable  man- 
uscripts, documents,  etc.,  from  which  this  work  is  compiled.  It  is  from  the  German 
translation  that  we  have  produced  the  English  edition  of  the  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books 
Of  Moses,  in  which  Is  given  exact  copies  of  all  the  original  illustrations  as  they  existed 
on  ancient  parchments,  etc.,  explained  in  plain  Englisn  language.  The  German  work 
has  for  some  time  largely  circulated  In  Germany  and  among  the  Germans  in  tlils 
country,  and  is  pronounced  the  most  wonderful  work  ever  published.  So  true  is  this 
that  many  millions  of  Germau-s,  and  others  of  Gorman  education,  never  undertake  any 
Important  step  in  life  relating  to  finance,  exchange,  or  health,  without  seeking  from  its 
pages  advice  and  guidance.  Volume  lot  the  Sixth  and  Seventh  Books  of  Moses  as 
translated  from  the  original  writings,  contains  all  that 
Is  embraced  by  the  White  and  Black  Art,  together  with 
the  ministering  spirits  which  were  hidden  from  David, 
the  father  of  Solomon.  First  Seal,  the  Seal  of  Treas- 
ures. Second,  the  Seal  of  Fortune.  Third,  for  Respect, 
Aflfectlon,  Admiration,  etc.  Fourth,  Pleasures  and 
Health.  Fifth,  the  Seal  of  Power,  etc.  Sixth,  the  Seal  of 
Visions  and  Dreams.  Seventli,  Seal  of  Earth's  Treas- 
ures. It  also  contains  the  four  Great  Divisions  of  the 
Spirits-Spirits  of  the  Air,  Fire,  Water  and  Earth,  with 
their  uses,  powerful  Becrets,and  full  explanatory  tables. 
It  gives  the  tables  of  Saturn,  Jupiter,  Mars,  Sun,  Mer- 
cury and  Venus,  each  of  which  possesses  special  power. 
There  is  given  the  exact  engraving  of  the  Magical  Cir- 
cle, etc.  The  Magic  of  the  Israelites  Is  fully  explained, 
giving  a  complete  and  valuable  history.wltn  more  than 
100  Biblical  references,  such  as  second  sight,  healing  the 
sick  according  to  scriptural  teachings,  visions  and 
dreams,  spiritual  and  sensual  aftection,  elevation  of 
will  and  higher  vitality,  the  flery  serpent,  spurious 
prophets,  divine  inspiration  and  mesmeric  clairvoyance, 
the  dead  working  wonders,  the  inherent  power  to  heal 
disease,  Simon  the  Sorcerer,  and  many  other  topics  of 
great  value  are  fully  explained.  Volume  II  of  this  wonder- 
ful work  contains  illustrations  repres(»ntlng  the  signs  used  by  the  Israelites,  such  as  the 
breast  plate  of  Moses,  magical  laws  of  Moses,  chance  of  holiness,  conjuration  of  Eloa- 
zor,  the  son  of  Aaron;  breast  plate  of  Aaron,  citation  of  Germuthsai,  dismission  of 
Leviathan,  Baalarais  sorcery,  conjuration  of  the  laws  of  Moses,  dLsmisslon  of  Moses, 
signs  to  be  used,  or  the  right  and  left  side;  spirit  in  a  pillar  of  burning  fire,  spirit  appears 
m  a  cloud,  signs  of  frogs  and  iiestllence,  signs  of  cattle,  olack  smallpox  and  hall,  spirit 
in  the  burmng  bush,  and  the  staff  changed  into  a  seri^ent.  These  engravings  are  exact 
copies  of  those  by  the  Israelites  and  Egyptians  to  accomplish  the  designs  for  good  or 
e^l,  and  are  separately  explained.  This  book  has  become  enormously  popular.  Be- 
ware of  humbugs.  Volumes  1  and  II  l)ound  together  In  one  volume.  Price  reduced  to 
One  Dollar  per  copy,  by  mall,  postpaid;  or  3  copies  for  Two  Dollars. 


il 


WEBSTER'S 

Business  Man 

Or,  Counting-House  CorrespondenL 


Prio«,  28 e«nts.     -,,.-./ 

ONTAINING  plain,  practical  dirwtlons  for 
carrying  on  every  kind  (»f  Commenial  and 
Banking  Business— including 
Mercantile  letters  on  every 
conceivable  subject,  laws  and 
usjiges  of  Blinking  and  Bn>- 
kerage.  Forms  of  Official  Pa- 
pers on  Shipping,  Insurance, 
etc.  Also  containing  an  ex- 
tensive and  useful  glossary  of 
wonls  and  phrases  used  in 
commercial  and  Itanklng  cir- 
cles. Together  with  a  nrlef 
but  comprehensive  table  of 
the  coin  and  currency  in  use 
by  the  different  nations  of 
the  world,  giving  relative  values,  etc.  This 
book  is  a  standard  of  reference  on  all  jwlnts  of 
mercantile  us;ige,  and  sliould  be  in  every  busi- 
ness establlslnuent  and  counting-house.  8«^nt 
oy  mail,  iwstnaid,  on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 
\ddress  all  orders  to 

TAMBO; 

His  Joices  and  Funny  Sayii^ 


Prle«t  IB  e«nfs« 

'|*HiS  title  scarcely  convej's  the  Idea  of  the 
■  Immense  variety  of  maUirlal  for  minstrel 
shows  that  this  book 
presents.  It  contains, 
besides  many  other 
valuable  points,  the 
art  of  telling  ninny 
end  men's  stories  and 
gags  In  a  proper  man- 
ner; how  to  '^spring  a 
joke,"  etc.  Bobby  New- 
comb,  the  celel)rated 
minstrel,  and  author 
of  this  work,  gives  In 
one  portion  of  the 
book.  In  clear  and  sim- 
ple language,  instruc- 
tions for  the  amateur  In  full  detail,  so  that  any 
T)erson  following  them  carefully  cannot  fall  to 
become  succes.srul  in  this  branch  of  the  profes- 
sion. It  also  contains  a  large  nimil)er  of  "rlp- 
tearlng,"  "hot  time,"  "side  sniitting"  Jokes  and 
witticisms;  a  large  variety  of  the  latest  mirth- 
provoking  talk  for  TamlK),  also  the  cream  oC 
'tried  and  true"  roaring  stump  sjieeohes,  bur- 
lesque sermons.  Well  prliif«Ml  and  txHind.  Sent 
by  mail,  postixild,  on  nn^eipt  of  1 5  Cents. 

WEHMAN'S 

BARTENDERS 


Ad4r>s»dior<tr«to  H.  J.  WENMAN,  Publlshtr,  108  Park  Row,  Now  York. 


Prlo«  28  C*ntS(  by  mallt  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  corre<:t  metliod  of  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throufrhout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells, 
in  short,  bow  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— in  nut,  all  tlie  popu- 
lar Uiverages  of  the  day-  and 
is  designed  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restaurants,  clul^houses, 
saloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  tids  kind  Id 
requir^.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  Improved  recipes  for  the  prejiaration 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syru{)s,  Aerated  Sum- 
mer Beverages,  Artificial  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc.  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  m  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  Sent  by  mall,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  26  Cents. 
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Albertus  Wlagnus. 

Belos  the  Approved,  Verified,  Sympathetic  and  Natural 

EGYPTIAN  5ECRETS ; 

Or,  White  and  Black  Art  for  Man  and  Beast,    The  Book  of  Nature  and  Hidden  Secrets 

and  Mysteries  of  Life  Unveiled  ;  being  the  Forbidden  Knowledge  of  Ancient 

Philosophers,  by  that  Celebrated  Student,  Philosopher,  Chemist,  etc 


Translated  firom  the  German.    Three 
Separate  Volumes  Bound  in  One. 


Fr.o.    aiOO 


CGYPTIAI1  SCCRCTS. 


ALBERTUS 

MAGNUS. 


IM  tt  iMlMrt  PhlllUf  kwt. 


PriM,  Ont  Dollar  pw  Copy ;  or  3  Copks  for  Two  Dollars. 

.  LBERTUS,  Burnamed  Magrnus,  from  the  Latinizing  of  his  snmame,  which  was 
•  "Qreat,"  wasanativeof  Suabla,  andburn  in  iau5.  He  was  urUently  desirous  of 
acquiriiic  kiiowledjje,  and  Htudivd  with  a-widuily ;  but  beins 
Ot  slow  cuuiprelieiiBion,  his  progress  was  not  adequate  to  lils 
expecuuions;  and,  therefore.  In  despair,  he  resolved  to  relin- 
qubih  books  and  bury  himself  in  retirement.  One  nljrht  how- 
ever, he  Sivw  a  vision  of  a  beautiful  women,  who  accosted 
him  and  inquired  the  cause  of  his  grief.  He  replied  that  In 
suite  of  all  his  ettorts  to  secure  Information,  he  feared  he 
siiuuld  always  remain  lenorant.  He  then  paused  "Have 
you  so  little  faltli,"  reified  the  lady,  "■  as  to  8upix)8e  that 
your  prayers  will  not  obtain  what  you  cannot  of  yourself 
ac<!omplish  ?  "  The  young  man  prostrated  himself  at  her  feet 
and  stie  promised  hfm  all  that  he  desired,  but  added  that  as 
lie  preferred  philosophy  to  theoloey,  he  should  lose  his  facul- 
ties iKjfore  his  death.  She  then  disappeared,  and  the  predic- 
tion was  accomplished.  AllMTtus  iHcame  nnwllUngly  Bishop 
of  Ratisbon,  but  he  relliuiuished  tho  See  within  three  years, 
and  resided  chiefly  at  Cologne,  where  he  pnxiuced  many  won- 
derfiU  works.  It  was  said  that  he  constructed  an  automaton 
which  both  walked  and  spoke,  answered  questions  and  solved 
prubleins  eubmitted  to  ft.  Thomas  Aquinas,  who  was  the 
pupil  of  Alltertus,  was  bo  alarmed  on  seeing  this  autom.iton, 
which  he  conceived  to  be  the  work  of  the  devil,  that  he  broke 
1 1  to  pieces  and  committed  It  to  the  flames.  When  Wil- 
liam, Count  of  HollHn<l,  and  King  of  tlie  Romans,  was  at 
Cologne,  Albertus  Invited  him  to  a  banquet,  and  prom- 
ised that  his  uihlo  sliould  be  laid  out  In  the  middle  of  his 
garden,  althouxh  It  was  thea  winter,  and  severe 
weather.  William  accepted  the  invitation;  and  on  arriv- 
I  ng  at  the  house  of  Albertus,  was  surprised  to  find  the 
temperature  of  the  air  as  mild  as  in  summer,  and  the 
banquet  laid  out  In  an  art>or  formed  of  trees  and  shrubs, 
covered  with  leaves  and  flowers,  exhaling  the  most 
delicious  odors,  which  rtlled  the  whole  of  the  garden. 
Albertus  was  reputed  a  magician;  but,  nevertheles.s, 
after  his  death,  which  occurred  In  1^.!,  in  hla  seventy- 
seventh  year,  he  was  canonized. 

Tills  extraordinary  work,  sometimes  called  the  prreat 
*'  Pow  How;  or.  Magic  Cure  Book,"  is  held  by  thousands  to  be  the  only  sure  means  to 
avoid  sicknesf--  In  their  families;  to  make  them  fortunate  In  their  crops  and  stock 
raising,  and  prosperous  in  all  their  undertakings;  enabling  them  to  acquire  wealth, 
honor  and  esteem  amongst  their  friends  and  neighUirs.  Price,  One  Dollar,  by 
mail,  postpaid;  3  copies,  to  one  address,  for  Two  Dollars. 


Herrip^p's  Trichs  witb  Cmjs 

PRICE  28   CENTS   PER   CCPY. 


MaLTlTUDE.S  have  seen  Herrman,  the  great  Presti- 
digitator, in  his  sleight  of  hand  and  conjuring  perform- 
ances, and  multitudes  have  heard  of  his  astounding  feats  in  pres- 
tidigitation He  was  second  to  none  In  manipulating  cards,  and 
j)erformed  many  of  the  tricks  contained  In  this  l)ook  to  crowded 
nouses  to  the  great  delight  of  his  audiences.  This  book  contains 
a  very  full,  complete  and  plain  explanation  as  to  the  manipulation 
of  a  pack  of  cards  to  iierform  numerous  tricks,  with  or  without 
hiK'ciiil  apparatus.  It  would  take  many  times  this  siMice  to  men- 
tion all  the  (liflerent  kinds  of  card  tricks  set  forth  In  this  work. 
Itscontents  includes  the  latest  tricks  and  deceptions  with  cards, 
and  is  well  adapted  for  home  amusements  and  social  entertain- 
ments. To  lovers  of  the  marvelous  and  Ingenious  this  book  will 
be  a  perpetual  source  of  delight.  Handsomely  illu8trate«l.  You 
will  never  regret  the  purchase  of  this  book,  as  Its  cost  Is  but  a 
nominal  one  compared  with  its  intrinsic  value  regarding  card 
manipulation.    Price  25  Cents  per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid. 


M<m.  rii  orter.  10  H.  J.  WEHMM,  PublUhtr,  108  Park  Row,  Ntw  York. 


BUSINESS 


LETTER  WRITER 


PBIOE  25  0ENT8,bymafl,  post-paid. 

Thb  book  la  imtgnei  to  niMt  the  wanti  of  all  thoM 
who  ar.  MeUnir  a  flrst-class  Dual  dm.  Lottoi^  Writer,  M 
It  contain*  a  largre  variety  of  carefuUy-aelected  ■peclmea 
Buslnen  Letters;  also  a  largo  number  of  Lecal  and  Ife^ 
oanMle  Forma  used  in  Uusluens— mich  aa:  Article,  of  Co> 
Partnenhlp,  Notice  of  l>iaK>lution,  Form  of  an  Aadci^ 
iiient,  Acknowledipnent  of  l>eed.  Bill  of  Sain,  Power  at 

AtUrner,  Judgment  Note, 
Furra  of  an  Order,  Part- 
nership ARreement,  and 
many  othtrs  toonumeroo. 
to  mention:  alio  the  ArtoC 
St-ciet  wHtlncr,  Bualiiew 
Laws  and  Maxima  fur  Buat- 
neiu  Men  and  Mercantile 
Abbievlatlong.  In  rhoit. 
In  the  paves  of  tlila  book 
are  aet  forth  Bufineaa 
Forma,  St>  lea  and  Techni- 
calities to  aid  the  inexperi- 
enced in  the  routine  o( 
commercial  liitercoura^ 
adopllni?  the  ulalneat 
temia  conxlstent  with  the 
Btudioiia  politeneaa  which 
la  riirorouHly  demanded  In 
commercial  letter*.  Ererr 
position  in  life  i  lemanda  Ic^ 
ter-wrltlnir.  Aletteriathe 
l^i-at  link  lietwcen parents 
and  children,  between 
loven,  between  frionda;  wliile  in  bualneaa  relationa  it 
make*  fortunes  or  niora  tiiem.  IrreapecUve  of  their 
DMXuitude  and  importance,  commeiclal  trannustiona 
are  generally  beifun,  continued  and  ended  by  coiio^ 
pondence.  fiettei  -«vritin(r,  In  ueneral,  la  not  an  easy  talk 
to  the  frreat  majority,  and  llU8]nc^a  leltere  are  still  more 
difficult,  from  the  fact  that  greater  iiiteregla  are  In- 
volved, and  results  of  train  or  loss  ore  dependent  upon 
them.  Letter-wi-itinKisan  accomj)IlBhment  which  every 
one  ahould  strive  to  acquire.  It  la  n<it  only  uaeful,  but 
Tery  desirable  and  neceesary  in  ramiliarlzlncr  the  mlu<t 
with  bualneaa  bablta  and  matters  connected  therewith. 
It  also  Btlmulatea  the  mental  cupadtjr  and  developee  the 
Intellect.  It  would  take  pase  upon  page  to  explain  fully 
the  merlta  and  uaefulneas  of  this  hook.  «In  order  to  glTe 
everybody  an  opportunity  to  obt^iln  at  leaat  one  copy,  we 
have  nuule  the  price  very  low,  namely:  2S  OenWPeir 
copy,  by  mail,  popt-pold.  Si'Ecial,— Five  copies  for  (L 
Get  four  of  yuur  friends  to  chih  in  with  you  at  25oenta 
each,  niaklnff  fl  In  all,  and  thereby  uet  your  uwn  book 

fiveoCcbaige.  AddrefliaUordo»dli«ot(0 


WEBSTER'S      i 

Ready-Made 

Love  -  Letters. 


Prlo«,  26  Cents. 

'TTO  write  a  good  letter  Is  an  extremely  hard 

■     task  to  many,  even  those  who.se  education 

have  been  In  no  wise  neglected,  and  It  Is  for  the 

aid  and  assistance 
of  such  jiersoiis 
that  this  work  Is 
written.  The  book 
contains  letters 
suitable  to  every 
ci  rcumstance 
that  can  possibly 
arise  In  tne  pro- 
gress of  that  pas- 
sion. True  Love, 
whic^h  Shakes- 
peare tells  us 
''  never  did  run 
smooth."  These 
letters  — over  130*1 
In  number— cover 
every  Imaginable 
occasion,  from  the  very  first  acqaintance  until 
marriage,  from  ladles  to  Kentlemen  and  gentle- 
men to  ladies.  .4is<>  there  will  l>e  found  In  this 
book  customs  and  t«tlquette  of  Love,  Courtship 
and  Marriage  fully  and  graphicallv  explained 
to  which  Is  added  a  complete  dictionary  of 
poetical  quotivtions  suitable  to  garnish  and 
ornament  any  love  letter.  Tliese  selections  are 
from  the  greatest  masters  of  the  "divine  art. 
and  among  them  will  be  found  sentiments 
such  as  often  w<!re  thought,  but  never  so  well 
expres.sed.  Tlie  celebratetl  love  letters  or  Al)e- 
lard  and  Elolsji  are  published  In  full,  as  well  as 
the  key  to  writing  in  secret  charactere.  It 
will  be  seen  from  the  foregoing  description 
that  this  book  Is  complete  on  the  subject  of 
Love  in  all  Its  forms,  and  Is  not  a  common, 
worthless  pampJilet.  well  printed  and  hound. 
It  will  be  sent  by  mall,  postpaid,  to  any  address 
on  receipt  of  as  Cent*. 

Clean  and  unused  U.  S.  postage 
stamps  taken  same  as  cash. 
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GRtATdiGdUOK 


On 
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FRIOE   2g  QEKT9m 

THIS   OUT   uul  MDd  it  to  oa  with  SBe* 
Irer or". SlpoatMra  ■tampe)  and  rvoelTs  br  '■**^'2 

•4<«>^    ■imi-^nniTi-      —      gj„rteii.l«F»rlorOMne« 

IM  RiddlM  aiMl  Onnon- 
dram*.  UB  If  oney-MBk. 
tnir  SeereCi.  IM  Album 
Verae*.  1  Ronua  OroM 
Ponle.  1  Star  PnaBle,  t 
Chiiiem  Puxsto,  1  Great 
U  Piuzle.  1  lAuarhkbl* 
Oama  of  Fortune-TWU 
inir,  1  Deat  and  Domb 
Alpkabet.  IM  Dwdgna 
for  BUmirinff  Embroi- 
dery and  Faaor  Work, 
U  Illuatrated  fieboaea. 
1  Game  Nina  Fenny 
Iforrla.  1  Game  Pox  ana 
Geeae.  US  Ftetorea  of 
Noted  Persona,  100 
Popolar  8onKa.lO  Pleoea 
of  llaalo,  1  Oracle  of 
KInnet  and  Fortuno- 
TeUlnffTftblet.1  Bock- 
ner**  Musical  Chart 
(aame  as  sold  for  $1.00), 
—  tlie  Marriage  Looking 

filasa,  and  a  number  of  VUrtatlon*,  Oomic  Ileadln«r^  eto. 
ir  ran  aend  2So.  On  iUTer  or  i>o*a«  atampe),  together 
with  this  alip,  aa  a  iruarantee  of  froodtelth  thM  yon  wlU 
belp  us  make  sales  In  your  locality  from  our  Illostrated 
CMakwue.  sent  free,  we  will  send  one  of  theae  Great  Bic 
Bookaby  retom  maU.  ThislaannohaiiMtowearetiia 
torawholaaaaaontocxi«iait«ft 
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RFADINGS^""RECITATIONS 


PRICE  26  OEirre. 

A  new  Tohima  of  oomlo  readlurs  and  reeltattoaa,  eoB»' 
BOad  by  Georse  Oooper,  Many  of  which  haTe  never  be> 
Cora  been  puoUshed  In  buck  form.  Ita  eontauta  com- 
prises  some  of  the  best  efforts  of  saeh  world-ranowoed 
bumorlaU  as  Mark  Twain,  Josh  Billings,  Artemaa  Ward, 
Bret  Harte,  Bill  Nye, 
Wm  S.  Oilbert,  e.e., 
making  It  the  beat  se- 
lection of  comlo  read- 
logs  and  recitations 
•rer  aold  at  so  low  a 
prlos.  Tlie  following 
are  a  few  of  the  tlUee 
of  (elections  doAtalned 
In  Uila  book^-Afaared 
of  a  gal— Anotlisr  dlsli. 
please  At  Long  Branch 
—An  ssMy  on  man- 
Baby's  aoliloquy— Boy 'a 
••aay  on  glrla  — Back 
Fanahaw'a  fnnsral  — 
Cliop  •  Chow  Chin  — 
Chinamen  and  the  rata 
—Deacon  Junea  — Girl 
of  the  Period— George 
Washington  —  His  lora 
—How  to  get  rich  — 
Height  of  the  ridlen- 
looa-HIa  loTehr  Inno- 

eeuee— Jean  BilUugs  on     ,  .... 

eoortahip-Mark  Twaln*»  good  Httl*  boy-Night  after 
Christmas— Prlae-flghter  to  hia  girl— FbotogFaphliig  tha 
babr— Romeo  andjallet— A  acbooHrlrra  letter— Trae  tale 
of  wiiiijun  Tell— Twloa—Tortara— Upon  my  word  ahedld 
-Yarn  of  the  Nancy  Bell,  and  many  otbera,  PriO* 
as  0«nf  per  eopy.  by  mall,  poetrpald. 


COMIC  SPEECHES 


AND   RECITATIONS, 

PRICK   26   OPffa 

mtboofcaentalnaacholceoolleetlooefOomieflpaeohaa 
and  Hsoltatlons,  daeiirnedto  meet  the  wanta  of  thoee  who 
with  to  entertain  their  friends  with  aomething  "rellah- 
able,"  or  for  thoaa  who  like  to  while  away  tlielr  letsnr* 
Ume  In  reading  something  that  la  humoroua  and  oonclaa 

•t  tha  aame  time,  alas 
tor  thoaa  who  wish  to 
forgat  trouble  and 
drlveaway  melanobuly 
for  the  time  being,  ana 
promote  oheertnlocaa 
and  wlioleaome  laugh- 
ter biMeatt..  Reader — 
docatiila  apply  to  yoot 
Ifao.thlabookwilIaU 
thabilL  Tlia  following 
are  m,  fewoftlM  tttlea 
of  aaleetlona  oontainad 
In  thia  book:— A  toaeb- 
ing  appeal— All  about 
Marr  Ann'a  moog— A 
weak  apot  In  hIa  record 
— Afeard  of  a  gal— A 
Datcli  aermnn  —  Brud- 
der  Bamea  la  griered 
at  the  lack  of  faiOk 
wblcb  preralii—  Diah- 
couiid  —  Ootcbmaa'a 
ezpeilenee  —  Frita^ 
Oourtrhlp  —  Qaia  want 
oT«r  the  fence— How  Mr.  MoGlnty  won  tlie  wlddy— Id'a  • 
welaa  blar  dot  iniowa  Id's  own  achooner  —  Kept  Mr 
promlae— Moeea  Strauaa— My  mnsieal  neighbor— Mr.  Dlffl- 
2Unt>f  speech-Meoea  of  the  West-Mr.  Baney^Bortt 
McFlun  declaree  his  IntenUoiia— SamtWawooliig-floiter 
nao  Jim  la— Typewriter  girl— Uncle  8etb  on  tlia  marrlaga 
Qussttoo— Widow's  wooing- Winnie's  waloome— Whan  be 
atroektba town, and  I06  other geod  aalsntioM '  Frio* 
TwiltyilV  Oant»  paroopy.byimll.iwtnM. 


WEHMAini 


VIiNSTREL 


Sketches,  Conundrums  and  Jokes 

SSIOB  85  OBNTS,  bymail,po«t-9aids 


A  book  full  and  mnnlngorer  with  aide-apltttlng  fan.  It 
eontajna  Conuudrums  that  will  set  the  whole  contineot 
Kueaiij]|:,  and  Ihen  they'll  have  to  ^ve  'em  up  half  tha 
ume.  Jokes  and  Qags  for  End  men— the  best  lot  of  thestt 
Connr  answera  ana  questions  ever  publtabed.  Negro 
Bketches— the  Minstrel  and  Showman  will  find  in  this  booh 
all  the  sketches  they  want  to  spt  a  house  in  a  rip-roarioua 
Ungbter.  It  also  contains  all  the  latest  jokes  of  Thatcher; 
Primrose  A  West,  Camcroes',  and  Haverly's  Minstrels;  also 
of  such  comedians  as  Harngan  A  Bart,  BUlr  Rice,  Goa 
WiUlams.  Pat  Rooney.  J,  K.  Emmett,  Sam  Derere,  and 
inanTt,  others  equally  prominent.  In  tact,  it  contains  tha 
twst  und  most comprehenslye  oollecUon  of  Sketcbee,Oo- 
nundruma  and  Jokea  ever  sold  at  so  low  a  price.  Frloq 
SS  Cents  oenta  per  copy, by  mall,  poet-noid  CSnoUr— 
Five  books  for  tl.'  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  cinb  In  witll 
roa  at  26  oenta  each,  making  tl  in  all.  and  thereby  getTOW 
pwa  book  tree  of  chaigA-  AddreaBaUordeiato         ^ 

Wehman'sTBook  of  Ready-Made 


SPEECHES&TOASTS 


PBIOE  25  CENTS,  by  inafl,poBt'paM> 

This  book  contains  Presentation  Speeches,  At  and  Aftep> 
pinner  Speeches,  Political  Speeches,  AVelcomes,  Congrsta* 
tstlonB,  School-Commencement  Valedictories,  Salutatbrtea, 
•to.  Also  Toasts  and  Sentiments  on  Toriona  sulilects.  Ag 
you  are  all  aware,  not  ererybody  is  endowed  with  the  ait 
.of  oratory  and  theabllity  tomakeanoff-hand.well-rouBdeJ 

J  speech.  Thia  is  often  dis- 
tinguishable among  men 
of  cultare,otherMrise  high- 
ly endowed.  They  may 
think  many  fine  aentl- 
menta.  bat  be  unable  to 
Toioe  them,  or,  it  tbey  at- 
tempt to,  do  so  in  soch  % 
rambling,  disoonneetea 
iwiner  that  their  words 
totally  Call  to  immat  tha 
poiiitlntended.  Tsaaaiat 
all  such  Is  the  obJeM  of 
this  book,  wherein  can  ba 
found  apeechea  and  tpaata 
Bolted  to  almoat  eraiy  o<y 
casioii.    With  the    ""^ 


ance  of  this  book  one  may 
learn  of  both  mamier  and 
matter,  and  become  ao> 
qnltted  for  many  of  those 
social  and  feeoTe  oocar 
slons  which  serve  to 
brighten  life;  also  those 
apt  as  well  as  those  inapt  may  learn  some  lessons  from 
this  book  which  w^ili  prnve  of  profit  to  them  when  called 
upon  to  "speak  a  piece  "  or  respond  to  some  sentiment  or 
toast.  Send  for  a  copy  at  once,  and  prepare  yourself  to 
properly  do  your  part  when  an  opportunity  or  soUdtaUoa 
to  "tpetk"  presenu  itself.  Price  8S  Cents  per  copy, 
by  mail,  post-paid.  Sficciai>— Five  books  for  fL  Get  tour 
Myonr  mends  to  club  in  with  you  at  26  centaeach,  making 
pu  all,  and  tbereby  get  your  own  book  Cne  oC  etaacgOk 

WEHMAM'S 

BARTENDERS 


Prie*  26  Cents,  by  mall,  postpaid. 

ANEW,  cheap,  and  thoroughly  reliable  work 
on  the  correct  method  of  mixing  fancy 
drinks  as  they  are  served  to- 
day at  the  principal  bar- 
rooms throughout  the  United 
States  and  Canada.  It  tells, 
in  short,  how  to  make  all 
kinds  of  plain  and  mixed 
drinks— in  fact,  all  the  popu- 
lar beverages  of  the  day-  and 
is  designed  for  hotels,  steam- 
ers, restaurants,  club-houses, 
saloons,  and  wherever  a  re- 
liable guide  of  this  kind  is 
-■  required.  It  also  embraces 
the  most  improved  recipes  for  the  preparation 
of  Wines,  Cordials,  Brandies,  Bitters,  Table 
Beers,  Mineral  Waters,  Syrups,  Aerated  Sum- 
mer Beverages,  Artificial  Champagne,  Cider, 
etc.  With  this  book  any  bartender  can  become 
an  expert  in  a  very  short  time,  and  every  man 
can  be  his  own  bartender.  Sent  by  mail,  post- 
paid, on  receipt  of  25  Cents. 


TNK   MYSTERY   OP 


laovz: 


Courtship  and  Marriage  Explained 

PRICE  26  CeWTSe 

r  RsspiainB  Hew  Maidens  may  become  Happy 
Wives,  and  Baohelors  beoome  Happy  Hus- 
bands, In  a  biief  space  of  Uine  and  by  ea»y  metlioda 

Also  cuutaiiiiiig  Complete  Direotlons  for  De- 
olarlnc  Intentions,  Aoceptlns  Vowst  and 
Retaining  Affeetlons,both  beforeand  after 
Marrlase*  Including  a  Treatiseof  th»  Ktlquette  of 
Marriasei  duscrlblug  tha  InTitat»ona,tlie  Dresses.  Ui» 
Ceremony,  and  the  proper  behsTlor  of  both  Bride  and 

Bridegrooiii,  whether  In  Public  or  behind  the 
Nuptial  Curtain*  it  also  tella  plainly  now  to  Iwitiu 
eonrting:  t  he  ws  y  to  tret  o-  er  bashfulntva,  the  way  to  "«lt 
op";  the  way  to  find  the  soft  rput  luaBweetheart'«br««rt; 
.tlieway  towrltea  loveletter;  the 
I  way  to  easily  « in  a  girl's  consenti 
I  tha  way  to  pop  the  quesUmi  to 
■  her;  the  way  *'U>  do  up  things'* 
I  before  and  after  an  eiigSLgen>«ntt 
I  the  way  to  reoelTeand  the  way  ta 
decline  an  offer;  the  way  to  "giva 
tlie  mitten"  genteely:  the  way  to 
make  vouiauf  agre<^t>le  during 
an  engagement;  llie  way  bridea- 
maids  anU  groomnuien  should 
di'ess  and  perform  their  iliittes; 
tlie  way  yon  slmaid  act,  and  tba 
ttilnn  y<'U  Bliould  do  at  a  Wod- 
ding  and  Wedding  Rec^pUonsi 
thefnniiturejdecoratlonaand  be- 
baTlurlntlieBridalcbaniber;  tha 
way  to  make  Vita  and  Husliaud 
'  "real  happy."  This  Is  Just  tha 
Itook  that  has  long  been  w«iit<-d.  It  speaks  in  plain, 
honest  words, reyeallng  knowlpdfrethateTerirbodv  ouirlit 
t»  know,  u|H>n  aubjects  of  asTltal  lni(>oritoall  aa  the  very 
air  we  breathe.  Neltlior  thuae  already  ri<arrted.  nor 
those  ooiitemplatlng  the  tylntr  of  the  connubial  knot, can 
afford  to  be  another  dav  wltliuut  a  ktmw ledge  of  the 
many  mysterinoa  tilings  that  areMitrutbfull)  and  Ti<  Idly 
azplainad  In  thia  work.    It  isj'iat  the  very  treatise  to  ba 

ta  tha  handa  of  every  Voung  Bachelor  or 
Maiden,  every  Married  Man  or  Woman, 
every  Widow  or  Widower,  Young  or  Old. 

Ill  addition  to  the  above  it  also  oontalna  the  Language  of 
Flowers,  Husband's  Oommandmeni^  Wife's  Oommuid 
iiients,  versions  of  Love,  Dining  Table  and  Window  Sig 
naling,  Postage^taaip  nirtatlon,  and  a  great  deal  of  tha 
"choioeafloTO  poetry  ever  written.  In  fact,  there  la  not 
a  lady  or  gentleman  in  the  world— young  or  old,aiiigie  ur 
married— who  cannot  glean  a  raat  amount  of  uaeful  In- 
tonnalion  thatwlll  enlighten  them  on  all  points  of  Oonrt- 
shlp  and  Uarriaga,  aa  wall  aa  their  anciltery  dnUea 
pleaanresaadobligatlona  Tlilalathemnatooiiiplete,aiH( 
ny  tar  the  moatTalnable  work  ttiat  baserer  been  broogbt 
.     .  .         •         .ibei*. 

I  bo»ks 

;  MTRKKT 

or  Ix>TB,  OouvraHip  and  if  abjuaok  Bxtlaimxi).     Price 
S8  Cents  per  eopy,bymail,past-paM.    SracUL.— Fiva 
7  aeleotiou,  to  one  addreia,  for 


•uplea,  your  i 


for«L 


HpQMAirS    NEW   BOOS 
— cw— ' 

ETIQUETTE 


POLITENESS 


\raJXm  2S  cents,  by  maa,  po«t-paM. 

^At  laal  It  lawtthln  tha  reach  of  evny  on«to  proooriL 
«k  a  trifling  coai^  a  complete  hand-liook  of  Etiquette  and 
Poateoeaa  that  haa  oo  peer  in  thia  country  or  Europe. 
Sbla  book  lias  none  nf  the  andentor  "  back-number  "  aug- 
Bsatioua  on  thia  all-important  anbJect  which,  I  regret  to 
aay,  so  many  other  high-priced  books  oontaln  in  a  msrknd 
Oegree.  It  la  not  a  "baahed-up"  or  -fake"  ediOon, 
hn  a  firatdaaib  complete  hand-book  oa  a  aubleet  that 
eomea  next  in  ranktocleanllnraa  In  tact. anractlcal in- 
structor iu  tha  artof  etiquette  and  politeness  of  the  present 


Good  manners  u,  es  almost  ererybodr  knows,  a 

WU  aaaentlal  factor  tn  topping  any  ooe  to  attato  and  oom- 
,  mand  tt>s  respect  oC  ererybody 
with  whom  he  cornea  in  contact— 
mala  or  female,  young  or  old. 
I  Thia  Iiook  gives  a  thorough  es- 
Iplanation  M  the  deportmenC  oC 
I  both  malesand  females.  Itteachea 
I  a  person  how  to  be  oouiteoua  to 
I  all  and  atill  poeseaa  a  certain 
I  ainountof  dignity  andsel'-respecC 
I  It  teacbea  now  to  act  in  any 
emergency,  or  enter  any  society 
I  without  embairassment,  and  how 
I  to  avoid  tnoorrect  aoid  vulgar 
I  babita  ia  the  street,  at  home,  or  in 
aoclety.  It  teachea  you  how  to  ao 
behave  that  your  aodety  will  ba 
cooited  and  aooght  after  Iqr  every 
one.  By  acting  upon  the  advico 
'  given  in  thia  book,  yon  can  gala 
I  Iota  nay  tkmtly  In  America,  and  tlien  yon  want 
BothliMr  but  oppwtnnity  to  diatinguish  youiselt.  Ia 
afaortTtt  to  tha  bast  and  moec  compreheadve  truatlssoa 
tbaanbleetoCEtlqneltaandPolttMieMk  Abatract  of  oop- 
tanta:  hSw  to  enter  a  room  and  howtoMavatt-How  to 
to  aoeoat  or  notloa  ladlea  or  genUemwj  on  tha  «ieat— How 
todreaaweU,and  yet  not  garlahlf— How  to  glTa  and  re- 
catve  IntrodootlaM-Whatkioidoi  canto  to  bava,  and  bow 
topnaentoraendtlMm— Tbe  proper  modaoC  ^vingpsa- 
sania-How  to  dMka  hands  and  bid  gooiM>ya-^Bow  to  faa- 
alD.  ooBdoet;  and  end  a  ooBveiaaUnn— How  to  acoaaapaiiy 
aeonaintaneeaea  tha  proaMoade— Bow  to  aaek  a  paitaar 
STVfae  dann^and  how  to  decUae  aa  lnytetia»-Bowto 
liehave  at  dinaec%  aiiher  aa  host  or  nest— How  to  behave 
reoQitsliiDandmairlaga— Ho<»to"ia 


>Ho><f  to  HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  I08  Park  Row,  Now  York. 
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WEHMAN'S  POPULAR  25-GENT  HAND  BOOKS 


NEW   BOOK  PF 


PARLOR  GAMES 


PRICE  2B  CENTS,    '       ' 

**  Within  th«  paires of  thl*  bonk,  yoanfr  ami  old  nwr  fln<l 
ran,  frolic  and  sentiment  for  every  mind,"  for  It  oontalna 

»  large  and  ohuioe  ool- 
lectl'in  of  new  and  orl- 
Kinaljramee  for  parlor 
and  nrenlde,  for  which 
wit,  action,  nieinorjr, 
gallantry,  necromancy, 
•cience  and  the  arts  ar« 
brought  to  play  Im- 
portant part*,  togethor 
with  charmsand  incan- 
latloni;  alao  how  to 
preeent,  and  the  drama 
of  **  Punch  and  Judy." 
Tlie  following  In  a  brief 
Mimmary  of  what  Ihia 
book  contain*,  namely 
Games  requiring  mem- 
ory  and  attention,  roMS 
and  catch  game*,  for- 
feit!, game*  of  action, 
games  requiring  wit 
and  Intelllgenoe.  games 
for  All  Hallowe'en,  an4 
a  variety  of  miiieel- 
laneons  games  and 
trickii;  literary  enlgmaa 
—In  fact,  material  enough  to  entertain  any  parlor  or  flre- 
■lile  nuihenng.  It  flight  to  be  In  ilie  handi)  of  eTery 
; :  ''  loT«r  of  home  aniuwement,  aa  It  Is  said  at  a  price  that 
.\  places  It  within  reach  of  everybody.  Price  2b  OantS 
per  copy,  by  mall,  post-paid,  as-  6  copies  for  tL 


WCHMAFTS 

PRACTICAL 


POULTRY 


1  ■ 


PRICE  8BeENT9. 

'PrMtlMlPoiiKw  Book  fills  *lM»«ril««iif 

fcr» complete  and  standard  gnldafortbabrMdtBrMid 
BMMgementotpoaltry  for  domsstia  use  and  the  marfcats, 
the  ballding  of  henneries,  and  models  therefor;  loeaba^ 
tors,  egg  batching,  etc.  W«  are  Infonned,  from  good 
aaUinrity.  tliat  many  old-fashioned  farmers  are  Inclined 
lodlacredit  the  sUtemont  that  there  Is  Money  In  Poultry-- 
why  I  becaaae  they  are  not  posted  in  the  new  and  improTed 
Ideas  111  poultry  manikgeraent.  A  little  trial  of  the  rule* 
laid  down  In  this  book  will  soon  dispel  all  misgivings  in 
this  direction,  and  tend  to  convince  the  most  sceptk^ 
thatUiere  is  money  In  poultry-keeping/  Bvei-y  farmer, 
•very  breeder, 'very  poultry  dealer,  every  man  or  woman 
bavlng  Kvivilable  irroiinit,  every  person  having  one  or 
more  fowls,  ought  to  secure  a  copy  vt  this  book  at  once— 

as  It  means  dollars  and 
cents  ill  their  pockota 
If  Its  iKirtructlons  ar« 

81  BCtlcert -perhaps  af- 
uence  it  conducted  as 
a  business.*  Any 
farmer,  or  breeder, 
or  poultry  dealer  who 
hasn't    a    copy     of 

W  KHMAN'S     PKACnCAb 

I'ouLTBT  BOOK  K  not 
abreast  of  tlia  limes; 
and*  la  losing  money 
•very  day  that  b«  U 
without  It.  The  follow- 
ing are  a  small  portion 
Of  the  topics  treated  in 
this  book:  —  How  to 
start  and  stock  a  hen- 
nery; poultry  houfsea, 
cheap  and  ezpennlvu; 
yards,  coops  and  en- 
closures; poultry  keep- 
ing for  protit;  poultry 
on  a  large  scale.  Poul- 
try raising  as  a  busl- 
.r«.,  feeding  and  laying;  Wlntar^n  production;  tho 
liatchlntrpeijod.  prepai  late  nests  for  suters;  Spring  breed- 
ing of  poultry;  the   hcua  for  farmers:   how  to  produce 

layers;  good  and  cheap  liicubatort;  how  to  rates  arufl- 
clally  hatched  clik'keiiB;  caponlslng:  packing  eggs  for 
market;  packing  poultry  for  market;  feeding  hoppers; 
drinking  foantaliia  and  grain  cheaU;  eggs  and  pullets; 
preaervtncr  eggs;  dlwoses  of  poultry:— Chicken  cholera. 
pip,  gapes,  roup,  scaly  l>-gs,  lice,  egg  eating,  crop-bound 
fowls,  etc.;  the  Plymouth  rocks;  the  wyandottes/  the 
brown  legh'>ms;  the  golden  spangled  crested  ptiilsh:  the 
white  crested  black  polands;  the  longslians:  the  diver 
•pangleti  hambnrghs;  th«  houdans;  tlia  ban  ooeninit 
the  white  cochlus;  the  whit*  loKhonist  the  golden  pen- 
ciled hamburKhn;  the  white  shanghaes;  4the  la  lleche 
fowls;  thegraydorkliigs;  thebrahmaa;  garaefowls;  ban- 
tama,  etc.;  mano^^ment  of  chtckena;  raising  turkeys; 
fattening  geese,  etc.  This  book  Is  rsplete  with  every- 
thing worta  knowing  about  the  breediiiir  and  manag*- 
man!  of  poultry,  etc.  Do  not  delay  In  sending  for  It,  yon 
never  have  and  never  can  make  a  better  Investment  for 
•Quarter.   Prioa  25  Cents  P«roopy.  by  mall,  poat-pald. 


SELECTION  OP 


POPULAR  RECITATIONS 


PRIOE    ag    OEIITSa 

This  book,  Um  tMoad  of  the  wrtea,  oontatai  the  follow- 
ing  selection  of  pnpalar  recitations,  namely ^—A<■roas  the 
bridga  he  goes— Arohle  Dean —  An  Irishman's  letter- 
Atheist  and  acorn— A  last  look— Betsy  and  I  are  out- 
Betsy  destroys  the  paper— Betsy  und  I  hafe  bunt  up— 
Banty  Tlm-Brakemait  at churcn— Boas  tramp— Ded-hua 
—Bad  whiskey— Bernardo  del  Carpio— Bootblack  niirlat 
of  Sir  John  Moora— BUI  Mason's  ride— Christmas  Day  In 

the  work-house— Casey 
at  the  bat-Oallhre  flfty- 
four  —  Collier's  dying 
child  —  Coney  Islantl 
xlown  der  bay  —  Con- 
vict's dream— Charcoal 
man— Don't  be  taking 
me— Dying  gladiator- 
Drunkard's  dream  — 
Dot  vater-mlll  —  Dor 
drummer— Dyin'  vords 
of  Isaac— Dot  lambs  vot 
Mary  haf  got—  Drafte  J 
—  Diver  —  Dude  —  Der 

Slumber— Der  oak  und 
er  vine  —  Face  upon 
the  ll'ior-  Foreclosure 
of  the  mortgage— Fire- 
man's wedding  —  Qo 
vay,  Becky  Miller  — 
How  we  tried  to  whip 
the  teacher-  Her  lovers 
—How  Micky  got  kilt  In 
the  war— How  "  Ruby  " 
played  —  Increase  of 
crime— Irish  wife— In  a 
cellar  in  Soho— Kitchen  cinck— Kiss  In  scbool-Kelley's 
dream— Kissing  In  the  street  —  Liberty  enlightens  the 
world-Larry's  on  the  force— Ma's  baby  —  Hiilcahey's 
aonoerdog-  Montgomery  Guardsof  Boshton— Maclaine's 
child— Han  who  rode  to  Conemangh— Mnrtllo's  trance — 
Money  musk— Mona's  waters— MoOonlgle's  game  dog- 
Monks'  msgnUloat— New  church-organ— Only  a  pin-  On 
the  Rai>pahannoek— Orphan  lioy— Pat's  mistake— and  U 
Other  popular  selections  I'rire  85  P«nt*  V""  COPV  t>7 
otall,  post-paid;  or  6  copies,  to  one  adc  ress.  Cor  CL, 


"w^anitfAN^s 


I  Fii  S  iHI 


SONG  BOOK-No.  2 

PRICE  28  CENTS. 

This  book,  the  second  of  the  sari—,  contains  128  popolar 
ooiiilc  and  sentimental  Irisli  songs  and  ballads  not  found 
In  No.  I  Book— •  few  of  wliksh  we  wUl  name  here,  vis.:— 
A  handful  of  earth— An  agrionltuial  Irish  girl— An  Irish 
falrday— Bridget  Donahue— Bold  Jack  Douahoa— Bright 
Emerald  Me  of  tli«  sea-Bright  little  spot  nn  ttie  ocean— 
Collsen  Bawn— Casey's  whiskey- Dan  O'Brien's  rafll»— 
Fine  old  Irish  gentleman— Flanlgon.  the  lodger— Qtve  an 
liunest  Iriab  ladaohanoe — Qreen  linnet— Oardea  wbera 

the  praties  grow  — 
Good  bye,  Mike,  Oond- 
b/e,  Pat— Qreen  above 
the  red— Heenan  and 
Bayers  —  How  faddy 
•tole  the  rope— Paddy 
Carey  —  InniskUleit 
diagoon  —  Irish  spree 
—  Iilsh  Molly,  O-  Is 
that  Mr.  Relllyl-  I'm 

Koud  I'm  an  Irishman 
rn— Iiish  lovelwtleia 
—Irish  schoolmaster- 
Jolly  Irishman  —  Just 
to  snow  my  respects  to 
MeUlnnla  —  John 
Mitchell  —  Johnny 
l>oyl«— Lads  who  live 
In  Ireland— lamenta- 
tion of  Johmry  Keel- 
Lukes  of  Cold  Finn- 
Lamentation  of  James 
Kodgers- MacKeiiua's 
dream  —  Mantle  so 
green— Horrlssey  and 
Heenan  flght  —  Man 
that  stmek  O'llara  —  Uy  bonnjr  laboring  boy  —  Mr. 
McAnally  and  hiaimid  high  hat— My  father  sould  char- 
coal—Mrs. McLaughlin's  party— Over  the  mountain— Old 
leather  breeches- Old  bog  hole— Peggy  O'Uoore  — Fat 
Roach  at  the  play— Poor  Irish  minstrel— Pat's  not  so 
block  aa  he'*  been  painted- Pretty  Mary,  the  dairyman'! 
daughter— Paildy  Hagee's  dream— Paddy  Shay— Poddy 
Mllea-Pettloaat  lane— Rocky  road  to  Dublin— Remember, 
l>oy,  you're  Irish— Rose  of  Iralee— Rambler  from  Clara— 
Klver  Rue— Sullivan  and  Kllraln  flght— There  never  was 
a  coward  where  the  shamrock  grows— Ttpperary  Chrig 
tening— Teddy  Mi-Oiynn  —  Tbrea  leaves  of  ahainrock-' 
Where  la  Kathleen?- Why  Paddy's  always  poor— and  M 
other  equally  popular  songs.  Price  85  OerK*  PS> 
«opy,by  malUpostrpaid;  orftooplsf,toonaadar«as,(or  |^ 
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COOKBOOK 


A  Practical  and  Reliable  Guide  to  Every-Day 
Cookery,  by  an  Experienced  Housekeeper. 

-  PRICE  2B  CEMf  s 

This  work  on  Cookery  haa  wveral  noteworthy  features 
cnlirely  distinct  from  any  heretofore  published.  It  is  ar- 
ranged so  that  the  housewife  can  tell  at  a  glance  the 
time  neopssary  to  c'>ok  toy  di.ih  or  ai  tide  of  diet.  It  also 
gives  snine  pra>'tl<-al  hints  niid  suggestions  for  selectlnif 
tlie  rarloii*  lutuTs,  vegetables,  etc.,  as  well  as  directions 
for  preserving,  storing  and  kee^g  them.  Spealal  attcn- 
I  ,  tlon  Ispaldtoeconoiiir, 

and  an  effort  Is  mado 
to  I  emove  the  reproach 
which  justly  clings  to 
American  cookery,  of 
being  extravagant  and 
wastenil  without  being 
palatable  and  healthful 
F<ill  Instructions  (  are 
given  to  prepare  all 
kliKis  of  Pies,  Puddings 
Cuhes.  Jellies,  etc.,  aa 
well  aa  preparing  and 
cooking  all  kinds  cC 
Bleats,  Soups,  QraTlcs^ 
Fish,  VcKetables,  eic. 
in  an  economical  and 
sppetlzing  manner.  It 
also  contains  conxider- 
able  tnlKellaneons  in- 
formation pertaining 
to  the  hoaselioM,  Such 
as  Removing  Kitchen 
Odors,  Oreaso  Spots, 
Iron  Stains,  Ink  SpoUi 
In  Books;  Cleaning, 
Seonrtng,  Receipts  for  Washing,  etc.,  and  a  variety  at 
others  equally  useful  and  necessary  to  the  housekeeper 
or  cook.  These  features  make  this  work  tho  best,  most 
practical,  and  popular  cook  book  ever  Issued.  This  book 
will  be  sent  by  mall,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  20  Cents 
In  silver  or  postage  stampa.  BPtx-iAL.— Klveooplea,  to  one 
address,  for  $1.  Get  four  of  your  friends  to  club  In  with 
you  at  £5  cents  each,  making  $1  in  all,  and  thereby  gel 
your  own  book  free  of  cbai][e. 
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,-  ^^ humefitd  Into 

•xlstaa«a'*wltli  *  rich  cargo  of  mb-Tiokllii«,  Hd»apllt- 
Mng,  Bnttaa-Barstlng  Jokes  aad  witctelsms— emhraoing 
Irish  Bulla.  Duteb  Comlcattties,  Tankaa  Tama.  OomicaJ 
Hits,  Flnwsn  of  Wit,  BxcmOaAtiig  Jokeib  Bnd-MeB's 
Jokes,  Jolly  Jokss.  Ludicrous  Drolleries,  Sable  WtttMsaia, 
and  many  otksr  kinds  that  wUl  "toooh  the  fnuy  boaa' 

•very  ttana,  ft  is  ao* 
saying  too  BMwh  that 
this  book  1 — film-  a 
good  part  of  the  obohv 
eat  hamor  In  ths  Wng- 
Udi  langoaga,  liMer- 
larded  with  lMsh  and 
Oerman  wit  and  ha- 
mor. It  can  bo  mttitf 
recommended  as  a 
•■  remedy  for  the  most 
obstinate  case  of 
Btaes."  wa  fsel  safe 
In  saytntr  tiM  this 
book  wiU  rankwlth  tho 
best  homoroos  books 
ever  pnbllsbed.  Bvery 
page  Is  "boWag  over 
wlUi  mirth  and  hl- 
lority^-ia  fact,  the 
whole      book      Is 


'cronuaed,  Jamn 
heaped  up  sjaamnning 
over"  with  pure  and 
fresh  EkigUsB,  Irish 
and  Oermaa  wit  and 
Bumor.  If  there  ever 
was  a  book  published  that  will  please  you,  H  Is  this  one, 
as  It  affords  fun  for  a  Ufa  time.    It  wtlT  prove  a  Ibvt-cUss 

niedtnm  through  which  to  enterUln  yoor  friends  wltli 
Ineffable  pleasure.  AU  the  great  Humorists  of  the  day 
will  refer  to  It.  beoauss  tboy  can  And  In  It  nutedal  ap- 
propriate for  any  ooeasioB.  Now,  reader.  It  will  nay  yon 
to  ssnd  for  tbto  book,  aa  you  will  get  ten  times  it  e    * 


worth  of  fan  out  of  It.'  Itoootelna  111  pages,  with  hand- 
some cover,  and  Is  a  flrst-olass  book  la  every  respect. 
Price  85  Oenta  per  copy,  by  malL  post-paid.  Get  f  on 
of  your  friends  to  club  In  with  yon  at  tt  ceots  each,  mak- 
ing ei.00  In  kU.  sad  jhsrsby  get  yoor  own  tMok  tressl 
.BtkstRV>'  ^ 


SPMCIAI,.-Any  five  ajc.  Books 
on  this  page  for  $x.oo. 


■I'-r, 


.AJ3IDK,SQSS     AT.T.    OK.DBIK.S     TO 


HENRY  J.  WEHMAN,  Publisher,  108  Park  Row,  New  York. 


